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ARE  DEDICATED, 

BY  ONE  WHOSE  CHIEF  AIM  IN  WRITING  THEM  HAS  BEEN 
TO  SHOW  THAT  SHOWERS,  AS  WELL  AS  SUNSHINE,  MUST 
SOMETIMES  FALL  ON  YOUNG  LIVES,—  AND  THAT  IT  IS 
ALWAYS  FOR  SOME  GOOD  PURPOSE  THEY  ARE  SENT. 


SUNSHINE 

AND 

SHOWERS. 


r.WO  children  stood  at  their  father's 

gate; 

Two  children  with  golden  hair ; 

And  their  eyes  were  bright,  and 
their  voices  glad, 

Because  that  the  morn  was  fair ; 

For  they  said  "  We  will  take  that  long, 
long  walk, 

To  the  hawthorn  copse,  to-day, 
And  gather  great  bunches  of  scented  flowers 

From  off  the  scarlet  May : 
And  oh  !  we  shall  be  so  happy  there, 

'T  will  be  sorrow  to  come  away." 


SUNSHINE  AND  SHOWERS. 

As  the  children  spoke,  a  little  cloud 

Past  slowly  across  the  sky; 
And  one  looked  up  in  her  sister's  face, 

With  a  tear-drop  in  her  eye. 
But  the  other  said  "  Oh!  heed  it  not, 

'Tis  far  too  fair  to  rain; 
That  little  cloud  may  search  the  sky 

For  other  clouds,  in  vain." 
And  soon  the  childrens'  voices  rose 

In  merriment  again. 

But  'ere  the  morning  hours  waned, 

The  sky  had  changed  its  hue, 
And  that  one  cloud  had  chased  away 

The  whole  great  heaven  of  blue ; 
The  rain  fell  down  in  heavy  drops, 

The  wind  began  to  blow, 
And  the  children,  in  their  nice  warm  rooms, 

Went  fretting  to  and  fro', 
For  they  said  "  When  we  have  aught  in  store, 

It  always  happens  so." 

Now,  these  two  fair-haired  sisters 
Had  a  brother  out  at  sea, 
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A  little  midshipman,  aboard 

The  gallant  "Victory." 
And  on  that  self-same  morning, 

When  they  stood  beside  the  gate, 
His  ship  was  wrecked  !  and  on  a  raft 

He  stood  all  desolate; 
With  the  other  sailors  round  him, 

Prepared  to  meet  their  fate. 


Beyond,  they  saw  the  cool  green  land, 
The  land,  with  her  waving  trees, 

And  her  little  brooks,  that  rise  and  fall, 
Like  butterflies  to  the  breeze ; 
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But,  above  them,  the  burning  noontide  sun, 

With  scorching  stillness  shone, 
Their  throats  were  parched  with  bitter  thirst, 

And  they  knelt  down,  one  by  one, 
And  prayed  to  God,  for  a  drop  of  rain, 

And  a  gale,  to  waft  them  on. 

And  then  that  little  cloud  was  sent, 

That  shower  in  mercy  given ! 
And  as  a  bird,  before  the  breeze, 

Their  raft  was  landward  driven. 
And,  many  summers  after, 

When  the  children  met  once  more, 
And  their  brother  told  the  story, 

They  knew  it  was  the  hour 
When  they  had  wished  for  sunshine, 

And  God  had  sent  the  shower. 


BRIGHTLY  the  sunVf 
set,  tipping  the  clouds 
with  gold,  and  lining  them 
with  silver, — not  on  pleasant 
villages  and  glistening  church  spires,  in 
their  nests  of  green  trees, — not  on  rich 
children  playing  merry  games  in  lighted 


10  THE  CHILDREN  OF 

rooms  ;  nor  yet  on  poor  ones,  round  the 
bright  fires  of  snug  English  cottage  ingles, — 
but  it  did  not  miss  them;  and  its  rays  fell  full 
as  pleasantly,  first  on  the  painted  shingles 
and  coloured  shells,  then  on  the  beautiful 
green  trees,  and  strange  bee-hive-shaped  ca- 
bins, and  lastly  on  the  dark  but  merry  faces 
and  curious  dresses  of  the  dwellers  in  the 
Isle  of  Pines,  one  of  the  loveliest  in  all  the 
Great  Pacific  Ocean,  though  it  is  crowded 
with  such  a  countless  number. 

Many  of  the  women  sat  at  the  doors  of 
the  cabins  weaving  mats  of  fine  silky  flax,  or 
belts  of  bark  for  the  warriors  ;  round  their 
necks  they  wore  necklaces  of  sharks'  teeth, 
strung  together,  and  had  on  aprons  of  beads 
and  feathers,  as  well  as  the  little  bronze  co- 
loured children,  who  were  playing  round 
them  :  altogether,  it  was  a  strange  scene. 

There  had  been  a  wreck  on  the  coast  of 
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the  island  the  night  before ;  and  far  away, 
down  the  beach,  all  the  men  were  collected, 
awaiting  the  time  when  the  waves  should 
give  up  the  treasures  of  the  lost  vessel,  or 
already  gathering  in  their  great  reed  baskets 
the  spices  and  fruits  that  were  cast  ashore. 
In  the  middle  of  the  Island  stood  a  group 
of  old  Pine  trees,  which  had  first  given  it  a 
name ;  and  in  the  shade  of  their  branches 
was  one  of  those  curious  bee-hive  cottages 
that  were  so  thickly  clustered  in  the  other 
parts  of  the  island.  An  old  woman  with  her 
little  grandchild  lived  here,  and  she  was  held 
in  respect  by  all  her  tribe,  for  her  husband 
had  been  one  of  their  great  war  leaders,  and 
her  son  (the  father  of  little  Lota)  was  killed 
that  very  year,  in  trying  to  defend  his  coun- 
try from  the  invasions  of  the  cruel  inhabi- 
tants of  the  New  Hebrides.  Lota's  mother 
had  died  soon  after  her  birth,  so  she  lived 
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quite  alone  with  her  good  grandmother,  old 
Zambia,  and  was  as  merry  all  day  long  as 
any  little  girl  in  old  England  could  have 
been.  On  this  evening,  while  Zambia  sat 
at  her  door,  holding  a  palm  leaf  before  her 
eyes,  to  screen  them  from  the  sun,  and 
watching  her  countrymen  at  work  on  the 


beach,  little  Lota  left  her  side,  and  ran  down 
to  the  water's  edge,  that  she  might  see  from 
a  distance  that  terrible  rock,  called  Wreck 
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Reef,  on  which  the  gallant  English  vessel  had 
struck.  There  it  was ;  and  on  one  point,  torn 
but  not  conquered  by  the  wind,  hung  our 
own  gallant  flag,  the  Union  Jack,  hoisted 
as  a  last  signal  by  some  brave  sailor,  who 
had  now  found  a  grave  in  the  cold  sea  be- 
neath it.  Lota  looked  at  it  for  a  moment, 
and  then  bounded  on  out  of  sight,  while  old 
Zambia  sat,  and  wondered  when  her  dear 
child  would  be  home  again,  and  sung  in  a 
drowsy  voice  one  of  the  strange  island 
ch aunts,  of  which  travellers  in  these  parts 
of  the  Pacific  Ocean  have  so  often  told. 

Not  long  did  the  old  woman  have  to  won- 
der, for,  breathless  and  agitated,  Lota  soon 
returned.  "  Oh  !  mother,"  she  said  in  her 
own  language,  "  I  have  found  a  beautiful 
white  child,  on  the  sea  shore,  in  the  bay ; 
come,  and  make  her  live,  mother!  for  she  is 
cold  and  still." 
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The  old  woman  rose,  and  entered  the  ca- 
bin, without  showing  any  surprise,  (for  such 
are  the  manners  of  these  people,)  and  then 
muttering  to  herself,  left  it  again  with  some 
herbs  in  her  hand,  and  followed  Lota  slow- 
ly and  with  difficulty.  They  soon  reached 
the  bay,  and  there,  very  pale,  but  breathing 
faintly,  lay  a  little  English  child  on  the  cold 
stones.  She  seemed  about  seven  years  old, 
two  or  three  summers  younger  than  Lota, 
her  long  golden  hair  was  still  wet  with  the 
foam  of  the  sea  that  almost  filled  the  air 
around  her,  and  her  eyes  were  closed.  She 
had  been  thrown  on  the  beach  the  night 
before,  by  the  waves,  and  now  seemed  as 
though  she  was  returning  to  consciousness. 
Zambia  bent  down  to  look  at  her,  and  said 
as  she  did  so,  "The  white  man's  child  is 
very  fair ;"  then  hastily  throwing  the  mat 
from  her  own  shoulders  round  the  little 
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round  ones  of  the  shiprecked  child,  she  bore 
her  gently  back  to  the  cabin,  and  there,  in 
the  warmth  of  the  bright  pine  fire,  little 
Kate  Graham  opened  her  eyes  for  the  first 
time  on  the  child  Lota,  in  her  beautiful 
dwelling  place,  the  Island  of  Pines. 

I  must  now  tell  you  about  Kate  Graham, 
and  how  she  came  to  be  shipwrecked  on 


such  a  lonely  coast.  Her  father  and  mother 
had  gone  out  to  Australia,  as  settlers,  some 
years  before,  leaving  little  Kate  with  a  kind 
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aunt,  and  faithful  nurse,  in  England,  until 
their  new  home  in  the  back-woods  should 
be  made  fit  to  receive  her ;  for  she  was  their 
only  child,  and  they  did  not  wish  her  to 
share  in  the  hardships  they  might  have,  for 
the  first  few  years,  to  endure. 

The  time  passed  on,  their  home  became 
a  peaceful  and  pleasant  one,  with  a  flower 
garden  round  it  and  green  meadows  beyond ; 
and  then  they  had  sent  for  their  little  Kate 
to  come  ove.r,  with  her  nurse,  and  join  them. 
It  was  a  long  voyage,  but  there  were  many 
wonderful  things  in  the  sea  and  sky  to  a- 
muse  her,  and  the  child  felt  no  weariness. 
At  last,  when  they  had  nearly  reached  the 
end  of  their  journey,  a  great  storm  arose, 
their  vessel  was  driven  on  and  on  by  the 
wild  winds,  till  at  last  it  struck  on  that  ter- 
rible Rock  Reef,  and  was  lost  for  ever ! — 
but  God  saved  the  little  girl,  and  put  it  into 
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the  hearts  of  the  Pine  Islanders  to  be  good 
to  her,  and  love  her,  as  we  have  just  seen. 

For  the  first  few  days,  Kate  was  very  un- 
happy; she  thought  of  the  poor  sailors  who 
had  been  drowned,  and,  above  all,  of  her 
good  nurse,  and  could  only  pray  that  she 
had  been  saved,  too,  in  some  other  island. 
But  her  grief  did  not  last  long ;  and  when 
she  saw  the  bright  face  of  little  Lota  bend- 
ing over  her,  and  felt  her  warm  hands  twin- 
ing about  her  neck,  she  began  to  be  thank- 
ful for  the  many  mercies  she  had  re- 
ceived, and  almost  forgot  her  troubles.  She 
prayed,  every  night,  that  she  might  see  her 
dear  father  and  mother,  and  her  kind  nurse 
again,  before  she  died;  and  those  prayers 
were  not  unheard,  as  you  will  soon  see. 

In  a  few  months,  Kate  and  Lota  had 
learnt  enough  of  each  other's  language  to 

make  themselves  understood,  and  a  merry 

c 
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life  they  led  among  the  birds  and  flowers : 
they  were  never  parted,  these  little  friends ; 
and  on  holidays,  when  all  the  other  children 
met  to  play  together,  they  kept  apart  and 
amused  themselves.  Kate  told  Lota  many 
good  things  she  had  not  heard  before,  and 
made  her  see  what  a  vain  thing  it  is  to  wor- 
ship and  pray  to  idols,  when  there  is  ,but 
one  God  of  Heaven  and  of  Earth;  and  Lota, 
in  return,  would  tell  the  English  child  many 
things  that  were  new  to  her ;  she  showed 
her  how  to  make  baskets  of  the  branches 
of  the  cocoa-nut  tree,  woven  together ;  and 
taught  her  to  play  upon  the  bamboo  flute, 
which  makes  a  low,  sweet  music ;  and  gave 
her  a  beautiful  rose-coloured  tropic  bird, 
which  had  been  brought  as  a  present  to  her 
from  the  Sandwich  Islands.  Then,  too, 
Kate  saw  the  bread-fruit  trees,  and  could 
herself  gather  the  oranges  and  bananas, 
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which  grew  there  so  plentifully;  and,  alto- 
gether, no  two  children  could  have  been 
happier,  but  for  one  thing,  that  Kate's 
father  and  mother  were  not  with  her;  and 
even  this  was  a  happiness  not  long  to  be 
denied. 

One  day,  when  she  was  walking  by  the 
sea  shore,  with  Lota's  hand  in  her's,  they 
saw  in  the  distance  a  dark  speck  on  the 
sea,  and  Kate  knew  that  it  was  a  ship,  for 
she  had  often  watched  them  come  into  the 
Port  of  Dover,  when  she  had  lived  in 
England. 

Off  they  ran,  to  tell  old  Zambia  of  what 
they  had  seen,  and  then  all  went  back  to- 
gether to  the  beach. 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  gallant  ship, 
and  a  glorious  sight  it  was ;  but  Kate  felt 
sad,  for  if  this  vessel  touched  at  the  Island, 
she  felt  that  she  must  strive  to  leave  in  it,  to 
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find  her  dear  parents,  and  then  she  must 
part  from  Lota;  that  was  the  dreadful 
thought  she  knew  not  how  to  bear,  for 
now  they  loved  one  another  as  sisters. 

Presently  they  saw  the  long  boat  lowered 
and  manned ;  straight  on  it  came  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  Island,  and  the  children's 
hearts  beat  quickly,  for  each  knew  the 
other's  thoughts ;  but  they  knew  not  the 
surprise,  the  joy,  that  awaited  Kate:  in 
a  few  moments  the  long  boat  was  ashore, 
and  Kate  Graham  clasped  in  her  father's 
arms!  while  Lota,  poor  Lota,  stood  looking 
on,  with  the  tears  running  down  her  little 
dark  cheeks.  "Dry  your  tears,  my  little  girl," 
said  Kate's  father,  when  he  had  heard  her 
account  of  their  life  on  the  island,  "  if  I  can 
get  your  grandmother's  permission,  you 
shall  never  be  parted  from  my  child." 

Lota's  tears  ceased,  and  she  ran  to  tell 
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old  Zambia,  while  Mr.  Graham  explained 
to  Kate,  how  her  good  nurse  was  still 
alive,  but  had  been  cast  on  one  of  the  ad- 
joining islands,  and  from  thence  been  con- 
veyed to  Australia,  where  she  had  found 
him  and  her  mistress,  and  entreated  him 
to  set  out  and  make  enquiries  among  the 
various  Polynesian  Islands,  as  she  felt  sure 
his  little  girl  had,  like  herself,  been  cast 
on  one  of  them. — A  fruitless  search  had 
Mr.  Graham  had,  for  many  weeks,  sailing 
from  island  to  island,  trying  to  learn  of  the 
natives  if  they  knew  of  a  little  white  child 
being  cast  ashore  on  either  of  the  islands ; 
but  now  he  had  recovered  his  lost  child,  and 
all  trouble,  all  anxiety,  was  forgotten. 

When  the  beautiful  ship  left  that  fair  Is- 
land, old  Zambia,  little  Lota,  and  Kate  Gra- 
ham, were  added  to  its  cargo,  and  light  and 
merry  hearts  were  theirs; — it  is  true  that 
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Zambia  was  at  first  unwilling,  but  love  for 
Lota,  whom  she  felt  sure  would  pine  away 
without  her  little  playmate,  at  last  pre- 
vailed, and  a  merry  and  a  bright  journey 
they  had  to  Australia,  where  a  warm  wel- 
come from  her  dear  mother,  and  nurse, 
awaited  little  Kate  and  her  friends  from 
the  Pine  Island. 


THE 

DOUBLE  PRAYER: 


A  FACT. 

MOTHER  bent  above  the  couch 

Where  her  tired  children  lay; 
Tired,  in  the  evening  time, 

Of  the  pleasures  of  the  day. 
Already,  on  one's  rosy  cheek, 

The  hue  of  sleep  was  cast ; 
The  other  heard  his  mother's  step, 

And  called  her,  as  she  past, 
To  give  him  yet  another  kiss  ! 

The  dearest  and  the  last. 
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"  Good  night,  my  darling  one/'  she  said, 

"  But  hast  thou  said  thy  prayer, 
That  God,  and  his  good  Angels, 

Should  keep  thee  in  their  care  ?" 
The  child  arose,  and  kneeling 

Beside  his  little  cot ; 
Prayed,  as  a  child  can  only  pray, 

Whom  doubt  assaileth  not : 
Alas  !  that  knowledge  should  but  dim 

The  lustre  of  our  lot ! 

His  young  face  looked  so  pure  and  good, 

So  full  of  hope  and  lightness, 
She  sighed  to  think  that  earthly  ill 

Must  ever  mar  its  brightness  : 
But  hush !  the  little  prayer  is  said, 

And  registered  in  Heaven: 
The  parting  blessing  for  the  night, 

With  many  a  kiss,  is  given ; 
And  closing  were  his  heavy  eyes, 

Where  sleep  so  long  had  striven. 

But  the  little  brother  turned  and  sighed, 
As  though  some  restless  dream 
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Was  casting  its  dark  shadow, 

Where  sunshine  else  had  been ; 
And  the  child,  though  weary,  rose  again, 

And  knelt  upon  the  floor, 
To  say  that  simple  prayer  again, 

That  he  had  said  before  : 
A  mortal  could  not  wish  it 'less, 

Nor  Angels  have  it  more. 

And  when  the  prayer  was  finished, 

He  said,  as  to  explain — 
"  This,  God,  is  for  my  brother, 

He  won't  forget  again." 
And  then  the  smile  came  stealing 

To  the  little  sleepers  face; 
And  both  were  soon  unconsciously 

Entwined  in  one  embrace. 
The  bursting  songs  of  angels 

Re-echoed  round  that  place. 


STORY  OF  A  PEARL. 


OUTSIDE  it  was 

a  dreary  night, 
— the    wind 
blew  against 
the  sides  of 
the  houses,  and 
made  the  gas  in 
the  street  lamps  flicker 
wildly    to    and  fro. — 
The   rain   poured  down, 
drowning  the  light  of  the 
stars,  and  driving  the  little  London  birds 
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to  seek  shelter  among  the  crevices  on  the 
house  tops;  and  warm  nooks  many  of  them 
found  in  the  tall  nursery  chimneys  of  some 
of  the  great  houses  in  the  squares,  where 
the  blue  smoke  curled  round  them  and  cud- 
dled them  to  sleep,  and  where  the  singing 
of  the  tea-kettle,  and  the  merry  voices  of 
children,  rose  with  a  pleasant  sound. 

But  all  were  not  so  lucky;  there  was 
one  narrow  chimney  in  a  dark  street,  where 
some  little  sparrows  vainly  tried  to  make 
themselves  comfortable ;  it  was  quite  cold, 
and  they  heard  the  rain  patter  on  the  hearth 
beneath,  and  the  wind  moan  sadly  in  the 
hollow ;  and  more  than  this,  they  heard  the 
sobbing  of  a  child;  so  they  thought  it  was 
no  place  for  them,  and  flew  away  to  try  and 
find  a  better.  But  we  will  not  go  with  them, 
we  will  not  leave  the  poor  little  girl  whose 
pale  face  rested  so  sadly  on  her  mother's 
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knee,  in  the  quiet  room  belonging  to  the 
narrow  chimney. 

We  must  see  cold  rooms  sometimes,  and, 
God  knows,  they  are  sadly  common;  but 
warm  are  the  hearts  that  too  often  dwell  in 
them;  and  so  it  was  now,  little  Ruth  Maynes' 
heart  was  warm,  and  so  was  her  mother's, 
yet  they  both  sat  in  the  very  cold  chimney 
corner,  by  the  empty  fire-place,  which  even 
the  London  sparrows  found  too  cheerless 
for  them. 

Ruth's  mother  had  that  day  received  a 
letter  from  her  husband,  and  a  mournful 
one  it  was ;  he  had  left  his  dear  wife  and 
child  some  time  before,  and  had  set  out  for 
India  on  board  a  merchant  vessel;  for  in 
England  he  could  get  no  work,  and  there 
he  hoped  to  make  a  fortune:  but  while 
he  had  been  away,  the  frosty  winter  had  set 
in,  and  his  poor  wife  had  been  very  ill :  all 
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thought  she  must  die,  but  Ruth  nursed  her; 
and  when  she  spoke  of  the  future,  and  told 
her  little  girl  that  they  had  now  no  money 
left,  and  that  she  knew  not  what  would 
become  of  them,  the  child  bid  her  remem- 
ber that  a  letter  from  her  father  must  be 
on  its  way,  and  that  he  had  promised  to 
send  them  enough  and  more  than  enough 
for  their  relief. 

And  now  this  long-looked-for  letter  had 
really  come,  but  it  brought  no  joy;  it  only 
contained  a  few  lines,  to  tell  that  Ruth's  fa- 
ther had  been  attacked  with  cholera  ;  and 
was  written  from  a  foreign  town  on  the 
Persian  Gulf,  where  he  had  been  left  when 
his  illness  came  on.  His  ship  had  sailed  to 
India  without  him,  and  now  he  was  a 
stranger  in  a  strange  land,  with  none  to  love 
or  watch  him ;  and  the  wife  and  child  read 
this,  and  wept. 
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At  the  end  of  his  letter  was  a  short  post- 
script, saying  that  he  felt  better,  and  would 
try  and  find  employment  as  a  diver,  for  he 
was  in  the  midst  of  the  great  Eastern  Pearl 
Fisheries,  where  those  who  thus  risk  their 
lives  are  highly  paid ;  and  he  said  he  felt 
no  fear,  for  there  was  not  a  more  practised 
swimmer;  and  then,  if  this  plan  succeeded, 
he  would  bring  home  plenty  of  money  to 
his  darling  wife  and  child ;  and  at  the  end 
of  all,  was  a  large  blot,  smeared  across, — 
could  it  have  been  a  tear  of  grief  and  pain? 
we  know  not!  but  such  things  are;  and 
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the  date  of  this  letter  was  more  than  five 
weeks  back, — who  could  tell  what  had  hap- 
pened since  then  ? 

The  night  wore  on,  the  church  clock 
truck  twelve,  the  cold  grew  more  intense, 
and  the  letter  dropt  from  the  mother's  hand. 
Another  hour  passed  on,  and  the  inmates  of 
the  cold  room  slept,  but  it  was  the  unquiet 
rest  of  want  and  sorrow ;  the  child's  face 
was  calmest,  but  still  a  shadow  dimmed 
it,  a  shadow  that  looks  so  strange  on  young 
faces :  and  for  the  mother,  her  breathing 
was  thick,  and  broken  by  sobs;  poverty  was 
trying  to  drag  her  to  despair,  but  a  mother's 
love  kept  her  from  falling;  she  had  worked, 
but  the  daily  toil  of  a  broken-hearted  woman, 
what  is  it?  sighs  and  tears,  little  more; — and 
this  she  knew,  and  the  knowledge  came  upon 
her  as  she  slept. 

Early  in  the  morning,  the  child  woke,  and 
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her  eyes  opened  full  on  her  mother's  face, 
with  its  sad  worn  look,  and  she  trembled. 
"Mother/*  she  said,  "wake,  do  wake;  you 
are  dreaming  something  unhappy ;"  but 
then  Ruth  remembered  it  was  only  a  dream 
of  the  fearful  reality  of  her  waking  hours; 
and  she  thought  it  was  better  than  that 
reality,  so  she  let  her  sleep  on;  she  got  up 
herself,  and  opening  the  door  gently,  looked 
into  the  street.  Oh !  it  was  a  bright  sun- 
shiny day,  yet,  in  the  very  face  of  it,  she 
stood  and  wept !  and  there  were  the  spar- 
rows of  the  night  before,  hopping  about  and 
chirping  as  merrily  as  though  no  more 
showers  would  wet  their  wings,  or  no  more 
cold  pinch  them. 

As  Ruth  stood  at  the  door,  a  little  girl, 
who  was  passing,  saw  her,  and  spoke  in  a 
whisper  to  her  governess ;  then  they  both 
turned  round,  and  the  child  said,  "  Why  do 
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you  stand  and  cry  on  such  a  fine  day  ?  You 
should  work,  little  girl,  if  you  are  poor." 
Ruth  wiped  away  her  tears,  and  looking 
earnestly  in  the  child's  face,  said,  "  Oh,  I 
will  work  night  and  day,  if  you  would  tell  me 
how ;  but  who  will  employ  me  ?  I  am  so 
young."  "  Never  mind,"  said  the  little  girl, 
whose  name  was  Amy ;  "  if  you  will  come 
to  our  house  this  evening,  I  will  find  some 
pieces  of  silk  for  you;  and  then  you  can 
make  pincushions,  and  sell  them." 
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Ruth  thanked  her  many  times,  and  her 
heart  beat,  vand  her  eyes  sparkled  at  the 
thought  of  saving  her  mother  from  all  the 
misery  she  dreaded.  She  watched  her  little 
friend  out  of  sight,  and  then  slipped  back 
again  into  the  cold  room  and  shut  the  door, 
that  her  mother,  when  she  woke,  might  sus- 
pect nothing ;  for  Ruth  intended  all  this  to 
be  a  surprise  to  her;  and  what  a  joyful  one, 
too,  it  would  be  to  put  the  money  into  her 
hands,  and  tell  how  industriously  she  had 
earned  it. 

And  now  that  room  was  no  longer  cold  to 
Ruth;  it  seemed  quite  changed;  and  she 
thought  it  was  the  sunbeams  that  struggled 
in  through  the  old  blinds,  that  made  it  so 
cheerful :  but  it  was  not  so, — it  was  other 
beams, — the  sunbeams  of  hope.  What  would 
become  of  us  all  without  them !  The  mother 
woke,  and  the  time  past  on,  and  the  evening 
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came,  and  then  Ruth  slipt  out  of  the  door, 
and  very  soon  found  her  way  to  the  great 


house  where  Amy  lived.  But  there  we  must 
keep  her  waiting,  till  I  have  told  you  some- 
thing more  about  little  Amy,  and  what  kind 
of  a  child  she  was. 

This  night,  at  least,  she  was  a  very  happy 
one,  for  she  had  been  good  all  day,  and  her 
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governess  had  now  just  told  her  of,  what 
was  indeed  a  great  pleasure,  the  unexpect- 
ed arrival  of  her  kind  uncle  in  England, 
whom  she  loved  as  a  father,  for  Amy  was  an 
orphan,  and  had  not  many  to  love ;  and  now 
the  little  girl  was  anxiously  watching  every 
carriage  that  turned  the  corner  of  the  road, 
hoping  it  would  be  the  one  she  looked  for. 
She  had  not  seen  this  dear  uncle  now  for 
nearly  two  years ;  but  she  had  received 
letters  from  him  by  every  mail  from  India, 
and  she  had  not  forgotten  all  his  kindness. 
Her  governess  told  her  that  he  had  promised 
to  be  with  them,  if  possible,  at  seven  o'clock, 
and  a  quarter-past-six  had  already  chimed, 
when  Amy  jumped  off  her  chair  by  the  win- 
dow, and  ran  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  for 
she  heard  a  ring  at  the  bell,  and  half  fancied 
it  was  her  uncle  entering  quietly  to  surprise 
her  more  by  his  appearance,  for  the  bell  had 
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been  rung  so  softly  she  could  scarcely  hear 
it.  She  peeped  through  the  banisters,  to  see 
the  hall  door  opened ;  but  there  was  no 
uncle ;  she  could  only  hear  a  little  gentle 
voice  enquiring  for  "  Miss  Amy  ;"  then  she 
remembered  her  morning  walk,  and  the 
poor  weeping  child  she  had  promised  to 
help;  but  she  was  too  joyous  now  to  think 
of  any  one  but  her  uncle,  and  called  to  tell 
the  servant  that  Ruth  must  wait,  as  she 
should  be  ensued  for  some  time. 


. 


Soon  after,  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the 
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door.  A  loud  peal  at  the  bell  was  rung ; 
Amy  was  once  more  peeping  through  the 
banisters,  and  this  time  it  was  no  disap- 
pointment,— it  was  indeed  her  own  uncle. 
She  took  his  hand  and  walked  up  stairs 
with  him,  and  at  dinner  sat  close  by  his 
side,  as  if  afraid  to  lose  him. 

And  all  this  time,  Ruth,  poor  Ruth,  sat  in 
a  corner  of  the  school-room,  where  she  had 
been  told  to  wait,  forgotten  by  every  one ; 
and  she  heard  the  happy  laugh  of  the  child 
up  stairs,  and  even  the  cheerful  tones  of  the 
servants  below,  and  wondered  why,  out  of 
all  the  world,  her  mother  and  herself  should 
alone  be  wretched.  Just  as  the  clock  struck 
eight,  the  door  opened,  and  Amy  came  in 
with  her  uncle;  but  she  was  talking  quickly 
to  him,  and  did  not  see  Ruth,  though  she 
rose  and  curtseyed,  for  there  were  no 
candles  in  the  room,  only  fire-light. 
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Ruth  was  waiting  to  come  forth  till  the 
little  girl  had  finished  speaking;  but  the 
first  words  she  heard  fell  sadly  on  her  ear, 
and  she  could  not  utter  a  word.  "  So, 
uncle,"  Amy  began;  "this  precious  pearl 
you  have  brought  me  from  abroad  was 
really  found  in  the  sea  by  a  poor  diver:  are 
all  pearls  found  so?"  "Yes,  my  child,"  he 
said:  "  but  to  this  pearl  of  yours  is  attached 
a  sadder  story  than  I  hope  belongs  to  most. 
I  bought  it  from  a  trader  at  Shiraz,  on  my 
way  to  England,  on  account  of  its  great 
size  and  beauty;  but  heard  from  the  captain 
of  the  ship  in  which  I  sailed  home,  that  a 
poor  man,  (one  of  his  passengers  on  the 
outward  voyage,)  having  been  taken  sud- 
denly ill,  was  obliged  to  be  left  at  a  small 
Persian  town,  where  from  very  want  he 
took  to  the  trade  of  a  diver. 

"  On  the  return  of  his  ship,  the  captain 
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made  enquiries  about  him,  and  heard  that, 
the  day  before,  he  had  dived  to  an  immense 
depth,  in  order  to  procure  some  shells,  sup- 
posed to  contain  the  finest  pearls;  but  that, 
from  great  weakness,  he  only  reached  the 
top  of  the  water  in  time  to  be  saved  from 
drowning,  and  was  rescued  in  a  state  of 
insensibility.  In  his  hand  was  one  shell, 
containing  a  pearl  of  great  value,  which 
became  the  property  of  his  employer,  and 
by  whom  it  was  sold :  this  pearl  was,  as  I 
afterwards  found  out,  the  very  one  that  is 
now  yours,  my  dear  little  Amy, 

"  Had  I  known  all  this  at  the  time,  I  should 
have  acted  differently;  and  have  now  begged 
a  friend,  who  wdll  soon  be  passing,  to  find 
out,  and,  if  needful,  assist  him;  for  when  I 
last  heard,  poor  fellow !  he  was  in  a  sad 
state  of  illness  and  poverty ;  he  was  much 
liked  by  the  sailors  on  his  outward  voyage, 
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who  told  me  his  name  at  the  time ;  but  I 
have  since,  unfortunately,  forgotten  it." 

"  He  was  Robert  Mayne,  my  own  poor 
father!''  said  Ruth,  bursting  into  tears. 
Amy  and  her  uncle  turned  round,  startled 
by  the  child's  words;  and  the  red  fire-light 
flickered  for  a  moment  in  the  dark  corner, 
just  long  enough  to  disclose  the  wasted  form 
and  pale  cheeks  of  the  diver's  little  daughter. 
A  few  questions,  a  few  answers,  and  all  wras 
explained.  Amy's  uncle  wras  a  rich  and  a 
good  man, — he  had  both  the  wrill  and  the 
power  to  act  generously ;  and  for  his  little 
niece, — her's  was  not  the  heart  to  know 
that  deep  sorrow  existed,  and  be  careless 
of  its  cure. 

It  was  by  her  wrish  that  the  beautiful 
pearl  was  sold,  to  pay  for  the  homeward 
voyage  of  him  who  had  been  its  first  earthly 
owner.  And  it  was  by  her  uncle's  generos- 
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ity,  that  the  small  house  in  the  dark  street 
looked  so  cheering,  that  the  cold  chimney 
corner  became  so  warm,  and  that  the  voice 
of  her  father  and  her  mother  were  so  glad 
and  happy. 

Yes,  all  this  was  done  for  the  price  of  a 
beautiful  pearl ;  and  now  we  would  advise 
all  the  sparrows  to  keep  about  the  narrow 
chimney  on  a  wet  night;  for  there  is  not  a 
warmer  chimney,  nor  a  snugger  place  for 
them,  in  the  great  town  of  London. 


THE 

SHOOTING  STAR. 


ALLING,  in  the  night-time, 

From  the  world  afar, 
What  can  be  thy  mission, 

Little  earth-bound  star  ? 
Leaving  heaven  and  glory 

In  the  realms  above, 
Seeking  earth  and  sadnesss, 

It  can  be  but  love — only  love  ! 

Angels'  hearts  are  loving, — 

I  am  but  the  light 
Sent,  by  God,  to  aid  them 

In  their  onward  flight : 
They  bear  the  newborn  spirits 

Of  children,  from  their  sphere  ! 
I  glide  along  beside  them, 

A  sky-sent  messenger. 


SEE,  on  looking  back,  that  I  have 
told  you  one  sad  story,  and 
another  in  which  sadness  changed  to  joy ; 
the  third  must  be  all  sunshine,  or  you  will 
think  my  book  too  grave.  So  here  it  is. 

Nearly  four  hundred  years  ago,  there 
stood  in  the  very  heart  of  the  great  Forest 
of  Needwood,  an  old  broken  down  hut, 
built  of  clay,  in  wrhich  a  poor  woodcutter 
and  his  wife  lived.  There  were  paths 
between  the  roots  of  the  thick  hawthorns 
and  hollies,  by  which  it  could  be  entered ; 
but  it  was  a  lonely  place, — the  heart  of  that 
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deep  forest, — and  few  cared  to  reach  it;  even 
the  sun  could  but  seldom  find  a  place  to 
peep  in  at  through  the  heavy  branches,  and 
the  rain  also  staid  away;  yet  there,  twining 
about  the  old  cabin,  and  making  the  air 
sweet  with  its  scent,  and  the  wild  bees 
giddy,  was  a  beautiful  white  rose  tree, 
which  had  been  planted  by  the  wood- 
cutter's brother  before  he  went  to  battle; 
for  it  was  the  time  of  the  wars  of  the 
Roses,  and  he  had  been  in  a  Lancastrian 
regiment. 

Before  one  summer  had  turned  its  little 
green  buds  to  leaves,  or  the  snowy  white 
ones  to  roses,  the  hands  that  planted  it 
were  still  in  death;  but  what  cared  the  rose 
tree? — it  budded  and  blossomed  on,  each 
year  more  and  more  beautiful  than  the  last. 
One  fine  evening,  in  autumn,  the  wood- 
cutter and  his  wife  stood  laughing  and 
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talking  together  on  their  threshold,  for  they 
were  merry  enough,  though  they  were  poor, 
and  had  that  day  heard  from  a  pedlar  the 
good  news  that  a  new  King  was  crowned, 
and  the  rival  Houses  at  rest  for  ever;  so 
they  said  they  would  plant  a  red  rose  by 
the  side  of  the  white  one,  to  shew  that  all 
was  peace  ; — and  before  a  second  year  was 
over,  it  wras  hard  to  say  which  of  these  two 
flowers  was  the  most  beautiful. 

Well,  time  past  on,  and  Rolf,  the  wood- 
cutter, had  something  heavy  on  his  mind,  if 
we  may  judge  from  his  thoughtful  face,  as 
he  returned  one  bright  day  through  the 
forest  to  his  own  home.  The  truth  was, 
he  had  found  work  scarce  lately,  and  knew 
not  how  he  should  provide  for  his  wife,  and 
the  little  one  she  expected,  through  the 
coming  winter. 

On  he  went,  thinking  anxiously  of  the 


THE  BLENDING  OF  THE  ROSES.        47 

future,  when,  at  a  turn  of  the  path,  there 
came  sweeping  by,  the  sweet  wild  scent 
of  his  own  home  roses ;  and  three  little 
leaves,  borne  fluttering  through  the  air,  fell 
lightly  on  his  hand ;  he  brushed  them  off, 
with  a  smile,  but  they  did  not  fall  to  the 
ground,  as  most  rose  leaves  would  have 
done  in  such  a  case, — no  !  the  breeze  bore 
them  up,  higher  and  higher,  till  they  passed 
through  the  green  branches  overhead,  and 
out  with  a  bound  into  the  blue  sky  above 
all  things.  Rolf  watched  them  out  of  sight, 
and,  without  knowing  w7hy,  he  felt  cheered 
and  happy,  and  his  step  was  lighter  as  he 
past  on. 

Just  as  he  was  going  to  lift  the  latch  and 
enter  his  cottage,  he  heard  a  voice  calling  to 
him,  and  looking  round,  beheld  a  huntsman, 
richly  drest,  and  mounted  on  a  white  horse, 
but  apparently  overcome  with  fatigue  and 
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hard  riding,  who  said  that  he  had  lost  his 

companions 
in  the  chase, 
and  would  be 
glad  to  know 
how  far  it  was 
to  Tutbury,  a 
^^^^  town  on  the 
outskirts  of  the 
forest  ?  "  Not  many  miles, 
by  the  beaten  way/'  said 
Rolf;  "but  if  your  ho- 
nour will  rest  awhile  in 
my  poor  cabin,  and  leave  your  horse  to 
graze  on  the  open  turf,  he'll  be  all  the 
stronger  for  his  journey." 

The  huntsman  seemed  to  hesitate  for  a 
moment,  when  looking  down  he  caught  sight 
of  the  clay  hut  in  its  framework  of  roses, 
and  said,  laughingly,  "Thou  must  be  a 
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stern  champion  of  the  Union  of  the  Houses, 
friend ;  but  it  is  a  fitting  resting  place  for 
me,  so  I  will  even  enter,  as  I  am  bidden :" 
and,  alighting  from  his  horse,  which  he  tied 
by  the  bridle  rein,  to  a  strong  bough  of 
hawthorn,  he  followed  Rolf  into  his  humble 
dwelling. 

And  there,  a  great  but  almost  over  power- 
ing surprise  awaited  the  poor  woodcutter, 
whose  wife,  during  his  absence,  had  become 
the  mother  of  not  one,  or  even  two,  but  of 
three  fine  fat  little  baby  boys !  who  were 
alternately  held  up,  for  admiration,  both  to 
their  father  and  the  stranger  huntsman,  by 
the  old  forest  woman  who  acted  as  their 
nurse. 

Poor  Rolf!  he  scarcely  knew  how  to  feel, 
between  love  for  his  little  new-born  sons, 
and  sorrow  to  think  of  all  they  might  suffer 
from  the  blights  of  poverty  and  want ;  but 
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the  stranger  huntsman  saw  what  was  passing 
in  his  mind;  and  taking  each  child  by  turns 
in  his  arms,  he  promised  that  no  poverty 
should  ever  harm,  or  want  blight,  their 
young  lives;  for  that  he,  their  king,  Henry 
the  Seventh  of  England,  would  be  also  their 
protector. 

Great  was  the  joy  of  the  poor  wood- 
cutter, on  hearing  these  words ;  but  great 
also  was  his  awe  and  astonishment,  which 
at  first  almost  deprived  him  of  the  power 
of  speaking,  and  he  could  only  fall  down  on 
his  knees  before  the  king.  "  Rise,  my  good 
man,"  said  Henry;  "and  for  your  sons,  let 
one  be  called  Rolf,  after  his  father ;  another 
Henry,  after  his  king ;  and  the  third  Peter, 
in  honour  of  the  holy  Church.  Bring  them 
up  in  the  fear  of  God,  and  in  the  love  of 
their  country,  and  let  them  want  for  nothing: 
I  will  see  them  again,  before  many  summers 


THE  BLENDING  OF  THE  ROSES.        51 

are  over;  and  shall  then  be  able  to  judge,  by 
their  dispositions,  of  the  paths  in  life  which 
they  will  most  honorably  pursue." 

So  saying,  the  king  put  into  Rolfs  hand 
a  purse  of  gold;  and,  after  having  received 
from  the  woodcutter  a  draught  of  fresh 
water,  he  turned  towards  the  door:  "But 
I  will  not  leave  your  forest  home  empty 
handed,  my  friend,"  said  he,  lingering  for 
a  moment  on  the  threshold,  u  and  must  beg 
a  bunch  of  your  beautiful  roses,  for  my 
queen,  Elizabeth  of  York,  who  does  not 
often,  even  in  her  palace,  look  on  such  per- 
fect things."  With  trembling  hands  Rolf 
gathered  a  cluster  of  the  loveliest  flowers, 
and  presented  them  to  the  monarch. 

A  few  moments  more,  and  Henry  of 
England  was  merrily  threading  the  Need- 
wood  paths,  surrounded  by  his  lost  retinue. 

A   few   moments   more,    and   Rolf    the 


52    THE  BLENDING  OF  THE  ROSES. 

woodcutter,  on  his  knees,  was  thanking  his 
God,  and  blessing  his  king,  for  their  mercy 
arid  their  goodness.  So  lightly  do  the  rich 
hold  their  benefits, — so  deeply  do  the  poor 
feel  them. 


Another  lapse  of  years  flew  quickly  by : 
the  little  baby  brothers,  grew  into  fine 
handsome  boys,  with  curly  hair  and  sunny 
eyes,  the  very  joy  of  their  father's  heart ; 
merrily  their  voices  and  their  laughter  rose 
at  evening  time,  in  the  stillness  of  that  great 
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trackless  forest,  and  peacefully  their  prayers 
rose  to  God  in  the  morning.  The  disposi- 
tions and  pursuits  of  all  were  different,  yet 
each,  in  his  own  way,  was  good  and  happy. 
Peter  loved  to  read  and  study,  for  hours 
together,  the  lives  of  the  old  fathers  of  the 
Church ;  and  he  used  to  walk  daily  seven 
miles,  rain  or  sunshine,  to  the  cell  of  a 
Hermit,  who  dwelt  on  the  borders  of  the 
forest;  where  his  tastes  were  encouraged, 
and  his  knowledge  increased. 

The  other  two  boys  had  not  yet  learned 
to  read;  as,  in  those  days,  there  were  no  nice 
little  books,  and  very  few  good  teachers,  as 
there  are  now ;  but  still  they  were  not  ig- 
norant; and  their  father  paid  a  learned  man 
to  come,  when  he  passed  through  the  forest, 
every  few  weeks,  and  give  them  a  day's  in- 
struction. 

On  each   returning  birth-day   of   these 
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children,  three  fine  bunches  of  the  coloured 
roses  was  sent  by  a  trusty  messenger  to  their 
king,  as  a  token  of  gratitude;  and  also,  to 
remind  him  of  the  existence  of  the  little 
trio: — Henry,  the  second  boy,  was  fearless 
and  high  spirited ;  always  first  among  his 
companions,  in  any  exploit  where  valour  or 
boldness  won  the  day;  and  he  was  the  dar- 
ling of  his  mother,  as  such  boys  ever  are, 
and  the  pride  of  all  Needwood. 

Rolf,  the  third  child,  was  less  fair  to  look 
upon  than  the  others;  for  the  constant  shade 
of  deep  thought,  on  his  face,  took  from  the 
brightness  we  love  to  see  in  early  youth: 
his  mind  was  scarcely  yet  fixed  on  any  one 
branch  of  learning,  but  he  loved  all!  and  the 
choice  would  come  hereafter.  He  would 
wander  about  at  night,  when  the  sky  was 
gold  with  stars,  and  watch  their  sizes  and 
positions,  till  it  all  became  one  great  book 
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to  him ;  and,  in  the  day  time,  the  birds  and 
the  flowers,  and  the  sweet  air,  and  the 
sighing  voice  of  the  waters,  were  his  com- 
panions ;  and  the  beautiful  was  his  God. 
These  are  the  minds  on  which  outward  cir- 
cumstances-have  little  effect ;  the  w ell-spring 
of  their  happiness  is  in  the  sanctuary  of 
their  own  souls ;  and  so  it  was  even  with 
the  child,  the  low  born  forest  child,  Rolf, 
and  let  those  smile  who  will.  Peter  felt 
grateful  to  the  good  king,  their  protector, 
whose  name  was  so  often  on  their  father's 
lips,  and  he  never  left  out  his  name  in  his 
prayers. 

Henry  made  up  battles  of  what  he  called 
French  and  English,  among  the  forest  chil- 
dren, when  they  met  together  on  holidays ; 
and  taking  the  side  of  Henry  the  Seventh, 
with  the  white  and  red  roses  in  his  fur  cap, 
fought  and  conquered;  and  this  was  his  loy- 
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alty  and  his  love.  But  Rolf,  our  favou- 
rite, felt  more  than  either  of  his  brothers, 
the  king's  kindness ;  and  not  only  felt  it,  but 
longed  to  give  a  proof  of  his  gratitude,  and 
he  sighed  when  he  thought  how  impossible 
it  was. 

One  day  he  was  sitting,  thinking  of  this, 
by  the  cottage  door,  when  suddenly  there 
came  that  grange  swreet  scent  from  the 
roses  that,  many  years  before,  had  borne 
joy  to  his  father's  heart;  and  he  remem- 
bered how  that  father  had  told  him  of  the 
three  rose  leaves  in  the  forest,  and  how  his 
three  sons  had  just  then  been  born  to  him, 
and  the  good  that  followed.  Yes,  there  was 
that  sweet  scent  all  round ;  but,  instead  of 
three  rose  leaves,  two  fell  down  upon  his 
knee,  a  red  and  a  white  one  upon  each  other; 
the  two  colours  mingling.  Then  a  new  bright 
thought  came  into  Rolfs  mind !  he  started 
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up,  and  ran  into  the  cottage:  "  Father,"  he 
said,  "  may  I  have  a  piece  of  ground  for 
my  own  garden,  and  some  cuttings  from  the 
great  rose  trees  ?"  "  Take  what  thou  wilt, 
boy,"  said  the  woodcutter,  kindly ;  "  but  I 
never  expected  to  see  thee  turn  gardener." 
Yet  so  it  was, — contrary  to  his  father's 
expectations.  Morning  and  night  was  Rolf 
at  work  among  his  slips  of  roses;  first  bud- 
ding one  kind  on  to  the  other,  then  planting 
the  seeds  together :  till  at  last,  just  before 
his  twelfth  birthday,  after  two  long  years  of 
anxiety  and  toil,  think  of  his  joy,  when  one 
little  rose-bud  opened,  whose  white  leaves 
were  streaked  and  veined  with  red,  and  its 
red  ones  with  white!  he  had  indeed  made  a 
wonderful  discovery;  and  for  the  king,  who 
had  so  much  admired  the  beautiful  flowers 
apart,  what  would  he  say  to  the  mingling 
of  the  roses?  Half  wild  with  delight,  he  ran 
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to  tell  his  brothers  the  good  news;  and  in  a 
few  days,  on  their  next  birth-day,  that  one 
flower  was  sent  off,  by  their  old  trusty  mes- 
senger, to  the  king.  His  surprise  and  delight 
at  receiving  it,  may  be  imagined;  and  before 
three  days  were  over,  the  little  forest  bro- 
thers were  sent  for  to  the  Palace,  where  their 
beauty  and  talents  won  the  heart  of  the  good 
Queen  Elizabeth,  the  wife  of  Henry  the  Se- 
venth, who,  for  her  kindness  to  the  people, 
was  called  'the  good  Queen  Bess/  They  were 
then  sent  together  to  one  of  the  best  schools 
in  the  kingdom,  and  afterwards  to  college, 
where  all  distinguished  themselves  highly. 

Rolf,  the  little  grafter  of  the  York  and 
Lancaster  Rose,  became  a  great  poet,  and  was 
the  constant  friend  of  Henry  the  Seventh ; 
his  next  brother,  Harry,  turned  out  one  of 
the  bravest  Generals  in  the  English  Army ; 
and  Peter,  as  the  Bishop  of  Lichfield  and 
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Coventry,  became  famous  for  his  wisdom, 
his  piety,  and  virtue. 

Many  years  after,  in  the  midst  of  their 
riches  and  prosperity,  the  three  brothers 
had  the  old  hut,  in  the  forest,  removed,  and 
a  beautiful  church  built  on  the  spot  where 


it  had  stood;  but  the  wrhite  and  red  rose 
trees  remained;  and  twining  round  the  altar 
window,  added  to  the  holiness  and  beauty 
of  the  place.  Old  Rolf,  their  father,  died 
after  a  long  life;  and  his  was  the  first  grave 
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in  the  new  church-yard;  and  the  rose  leaves, 
by  the  altar  window,  fell  upon  it. 

This  church  is  still  standing,  and  no  more 
in  the  heart  of  a  great  forest,  (for  all  that 
has  past  away,)  but  in  a  pleasant  village 
where  many  people  live ;  and  between  the 
chancel  windows,  are  six  old  colored  shields, 
on  each  of  which  are  painted  the  heads  of 
three  little  children,  with  a  white  and  a  red 
rose  above  them,  and  at  the  side  an  inscrip- 
tion, telling,  in  a  few  words,  the  true  story 
of  their  lives,  as  I  have  told  it  to  you. 


HE  morning  on  the  peaceful  world 


In  loveliness  was  breaking; 
The  flowers  raised  their  dewy  heads 
To  witness  her  awaking. 

The  little  streamlet's  voice  began 

To  tell  of  gayer  things ; 
For,  oh !  the  night,  in  heaven  so  bright, 

On  earth  a  shadow  flings. 

And  forth  from  many  a  downy  nest, 

The  birds  of  sunshine  flew ; 
To  warm  their  pinions  in  the  sky, 

Or  bathe  them  in  the  dew. 
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But  one  poor  little  robin  kept 

Quite  closely  on  her  nest, 
And  did  not  dare  to  fly  away, 

And  mingle  with  the  rest. 

She  trembled  at  the  rustling  sound 

Of  every  bud  that  burst 
All  down  that  sunny  hawthorn  hedge, 

Which  always  blossomed  first. 

And  trembled  when  upon  the  grass 
There  fell  the  shepherd' s  tread ; 

And  shut  her  little  sparkling  eyes, 
Or  tried  to  hide  her  head. 

And  though  she  heard  the  hungry  chirps 

Of  all  her  little  brood, 
She  did  not  dare  to  fly  away 

And  bring  them  back  some  food : 

For  early,  on  the  day  before, 
While  she  was  sitting  there, 

Some  little  children  past  along, 
To  breathe  the  pleasant  air ; 
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And  first  they  played  with  leaves  and  flowers, 

As  children  often  do ; 
But  very  soon  they  wearied, 

And  sought  for  something  new. 

Then  they  looked  along  the  hedge  row, 

From  the  east  unto  the  west ; 
And  at  last  they  said,  together, 

"  We  have  found  a  robin's  nest, 

And  we  will  come,  to-morrow, 
When  the  mother-bird  has  flown, 

And  take  the  little  ones  away, 
To  live  with  us,  at  home. 
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We'll  buy  them  golden  cages, 
And  merry  songs  they'll  sing ; 

For  they'll  be  happier  with  us, 
Than  the  wild  bird  on  the  wing." 

And  now  it  was  '  to-morrow ;' 
But  the  sunny  morning  sky, 

Could  not  tempt  the  mother  robin 
From  her  darling  ones  to  fly. 

At  last  their  chirps  grew  fainter, 
And  their  little  lives  past  out ; 

But  yet  she  would  not  leave  them, 
And  hovered  round  about. 

At   noon  came  back  the  children, 
And  they  peeped  into  the  nest ; 

And  saw  the  little  peaceful  birds 
Lay  quiet  in  their  rest. 

Then  they  turned  away,  and  sorrowed, 
To  see  what  they  had  done ; 

And  said,  "  Perhaps  they'll  live  again  : 
We'll  put  them  in  the  sun." 
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But  no  more  suns  could  wake  them, 

However  bright  they  were ; 
And  the  children  wandered  homewards, 

Their  young  hearts  full  of  care. 

And  in  the  evening  hour, 

There  was  heard,  about  the  lane, 
The  low  and  mournful  sighing 

Of    a  little  bird  in  pain. 

But   on  the  morning  after, 

That  sigh  no  more  was  heard; 
For  it  had  been  the  death  note 

Of  the  little  mother  bird. 


f  feit  to  tljt  Jltte 


.UGH  I  wish  that  the  little  face, 
|f  now  bending  over  our  book,  I 
could  have  seen  among  the  many 
joyous  happy  ones,  of  which  I  am  going  to 
tell  you. 

It  was  the  first  day  in  June,  and  Annie 
and  Lucy  Leslie  had  watched  and  wished4 
for  it  all  that  year,  for  it  was  the  twins' 
birth-day ;  and  many  were  the  pleasant 
plans  they  had  been  talking  about. 

Their  father  and  mother  had  invited  their 
cousins,  Arthur  and  Harry  Sydney,  and  their 
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dear  little  friend,  Laura  Laneton,  to  come 
and  spend  the  day  with  them;  and  you  may 
guess  how  anxiously  they  had  hoped  for  a 
fine  one,  and  how  happy  they  were  when 
they  drew  their  window  curtains,  and  saw 
the  bright  sun  sparkling  on  the  lawn.  A 
soft  April  shower  had  fallen  in  the  early 
morning,  and  all  the  beautiful  flowers, 
which  had  the  day  before  bent  their  weary 
heads,  now  raised  them  again  to  heaven 
glistening,  with  crystal  drops. 

Merrily  met  the  little  party  in  the  break- 
fast room  that  day,  and  merrily  soon  after 
rang  their  happy  voices  and  clear  laughter  on 
the  soft  air,  as  they  bent  their  way  towards 
the  old  ruins  of  Kenilworth,  which  they  had 
chosen  as  the  scene  of  their  birth-day  party. 
Harry,  Lucy,  and  Laura,  were  on  their  po- 
nies ;  whilst  Arthur  and  Annie  walked  by 
the  side  of  Mrs,  Leslie,  and  listened  to  her 
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accounts  of  the  ancient  castle,  when,  in  its 
days  of  splendour,  it  was  the  chosen  abode 
of  Queen  Elizabeth ;  and  to  the  sad  tale  of 
the  fair  ill-fated  Amy  Robsart;  and  their 
eyes  were  yet  wet  with  pity's  tear  drops 
when  they  arrived  at  the  castle  gateway. 

They  were  soon  off  their  ponies,  and 
giving  into  the  care  of  the  old  portress 
their  baskets  of  fresh  strawberries,  made 
her  promise  to  fetch  cream  and  bread,  and 
spread  them  in  the  loveliest  spot  amidst  the 
ruins.  Whilst  she  was  so  occupied,  the 
children  wandered  around,  and  in  and  out  of 
the  old  crumbling  halls  and  chambers ;  and 
gathered  ivy  leaves  from  the  long  wreaths 
which  festooned  the  beautiful  arches,  and 
moss  from  the  walls  of  Queen  Elizabeth's 
own  chamber,  to  preserve  as  relics,  and  me- 
morials also,  of  that  happy  day;  there,  too, 
they  chose  to  spread  their  strawberries;  and 
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when  the  old  woman  appeared,  were  soon 
as  busy  as  bees,  arranging  them  writh  leaves 
and  flowers;  and  never  was  there  a  more 
enjoyable  repast. 

Occasionally,  however,  the  quiet  of  the 
little  party  w^as  disturbed  by  Harry  chasing 
an  unusually  brilliant  butterfly,  to  add  to 
Annie  and  Lucy's  collection;  or  by  Arthur 
declaring,  to  the  horror  of  the  little  girls, 
and  alarm  of  Mrs.  Leslie,  his  determina- 
tion to  see  the  view  from  the  top  of  one  of 
the  old  crumbling  towers.  As  Annie  and 
Lucy  ran  out  to  point  out  the  danger,  and 
entreat  him  not  to  do  so,  what  was  their 
surprise,  to  see  a  large  party  of  villagers, 
the  girls  all  dressed  in  wrhite,  winding  in  a 
pretty  procession  towards  them :  "  Come, 
mamma,  come,  Laura,  and  all  of  you,"  they 
cried;  "  look  how  pretty:  mamma,  what  does 
it  mean?"  "  I  think  it  is  a  village  wedding," 
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replied  Mrs.  Leslie;  "and  they  could  not 
choose  a  more  beautiful  spot  to  pass  the  day 
in.  But  here  is  the  old  portress,  and  most 
likely  she  can  tell  us  more  about  them." 


The  children  eagerly  began  to  question 
her,  and  she  told  them,  "it  was  the  wed- 
ding of  Mary  Lee  and  William  Foster;  the 
handsomest  couple  in  all  Kenilworth,"  she 
added:  "  and  that  they  were  going  to  dance 
and  dine  among  the  ruins." 
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Certainly,  as  they  drew  near,  the  children 
agreed  they  had  never  seen  such  a  pretty 
face  as  the  village  bride's,  who  was  dis- 
tinguished from  the  rest,  by  a  wreath  of 
white  roses  being  twisted  in  her  golden 
hair.  When  they  arrived  at  the  smoothest 
and  softest  spot  on  the  green  sward,  they 
rested  themselves,  till  an  old  fiddler,  led  by 
a  little  girl  of  about  Annie's  age,  came  up. 
When  he  was  seated  on  one  of  the  large 
mossy  stones,  with  this  child  by  his  side, 
and  had  tuned  his  fiddle,  the  merry  party 
stood  up  for  a  country  dance;  and  though 
the  children  thought  the  old  blind  man's  aid 
had  better  have  been  withheld,  not  the  most 
melodious  music  could  have  added  to  their 
enjoyment.  It  is  questionable  if  they  even 
heard,  amidst  their  happy  laughter,  the  shrill 
notes  of  the  fiddle ;  it  was  to  the  music  of 
their  own  light  hearts  they  danced:  "  How 
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glad  I  am  we  should  have  chosen  this  very 
day  to  spend  here/'  said  Lucy  ;  "  I  do  think 
the  sun  seems  to  shine  more  brightly  while 
they  dance;  and  see,  Annie!  they  are  now 
going  to  spread  their  dinner."  "  Oh,  mam- 
ma!" said  Annie,  "we  have  still  this  one 
basket  of  nice  strawberries  left,  may  we 
offer  it  to  them?"  "Yes,  my  love,"  replied 
Mrs.  Leslie;  "Lucy,  go  with  her,  and  offer 
them  to  the  pretty  bride  herself." 

With  smiling  faces,  the  little  twins  set 
forth  on  their  errand;  whilst  Mrs.  Leslie 
and  the  other  children  watched  them  on 
their  way.  They  soon  reached  their  desti- 
nation, and  great  was  the  pleasure  of  the 
gentle  Mary  Foster,  on  receiving  the  unex- 
pected gift  from  the  hands  of  the  happy 
children.  "If  you  will  let  me,  though, 
young  ladies,"  she  said,  "  I  will  give  some  to 
this  little  girl.  Jeannette,  come  here!"  As 
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the  child  came  towards  them,  she  added,  "  I 
think  they  will  be  the  first  she  has  tasted; 
will  they  not,  Jeannette?"  "Yes!  I  have 
never  had  any  before,  Mary,"  replied  Jean- 
nette ;  "  thank  you  so  much  for  these.  I  will 
take  them  to  share  with  my  grandfather." 

Annie  and  Lucy  were  pleased  with  the 
child's  generosity,  and  much  touched  by  her 
pale  face  and  gentle  voice:  "  You  are  a  kind 
little  girl,"  they  said,  "  to  think  of  the  poor 
old  man."  She  looked  up  with  astonish- 
ment at  their  remark,  and  made  no  reply. 
"  She  loves  him  dearly,  young  ladies,"  said 
Mary;  "but  he  is  getting  very  feeble,"  she 
added;  as  Jeannette,  after  making  a  curtsey 
to  the  little  girls,  ran  back  to  her  grand- 
father, "and,  I  fear,  is  not  long  for  this 
world;  and  then  what  will  become  of  poor 
Jeannette? — this,  now,  is  his  only  grief." 

The  little  girls  expressed  their  sorrow, 
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and  then,  fearing  the  party  would  grow  im- 
patient by  being  detained,  ran  back  to  their 
mother.  They  then  told  her  how  much  they 
were  interested  about  poor  Jeannette,  and 
she  kindly  promised  to  drive  them  over  to  the 
village  again  in  a  few  days,  to  make  further 
enquiries  about  her;  but  told  them,  they 
must  now  seek  their  ponies  and  return  home. 

Much  as  they  had  chattered  on  the  way 
there,  still  more  had  they  to  talk  about  on 
their  return  ;  and  many  were  the  lamenta- 
tions for  poor  Jeannette,  and  hopes  that  they 
might  be  able  to  do  something  to  comfort 
her; — and,  when  they  lay  down  to  sleep  that 
night,  happy  were  the  dreams  that  visited 
their  pillows. 

In  a  few  days,  Mrs.  Leslie  fulfilled  her 
promise,  and,  accompanied  by  her  children, 
went  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  old  blind  fiddler 
and  his  grand-daughter;  each  took  in  their 
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hands  some  present  for  the  poor  child;  and 
after  hearing  an  account  of  Jeannette's  love 
and  goodness  to  the  old  man,  and  her  kind- 
ness to  all  who  knew  her,  Mrs.  Leslie  pro- 
mised the  poor  fiddler,  she  would  take  care 
of  and  protect  the  little  girl,  when  he  was 
no  longer  with  her;  thus  shedding  round 
him  a  gleam  of  sunshine  which  lighted  his 
peaceful  path  to  the  grave. 

A  few  years  after,  and  Jeannette  was  the 
patient  faithful  little  maid  of  the  twins,  and 
the  recurrence  of  the  first  of  June  was 
ever  to  her  a  day  of  thankfulness  and  grati- 
tude ;  for  it  was  the  anniversary  of  the  birth- 
day party. 

C. 


PIERS  GAVESTON'S 
MONUMENT. 


This  monument,  situated  in  the  meadows  between  the 
castles  of  Warwick  and  Kenilworth,  marks  the  spot  on 
which  Piers  Gaveston,  the  unfortunate  favourite  of  Edward 
the  III.,  was  beheaded;  and  from  some  peculiarity,  the  sand 
around  the  spot  is  of  a  dark  red  colour. 


JF^EAE  far  famed  Warwick's  hoary  towers, 

And  Guy's  Cliff's  ancient  Pile, 
In  meadows  sweet,  perfumed  with  flowers, 

Where  nature  seems  to  smile, 
There  stands  a  lonely  monument, 

That  tells  of  other  days, — 
Of  deeds  gone  by,  and  years  long  spent 

In  time's  intricate  maze. 
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This  stone  is  raised  on  Blacklow  Hill, 

Where  once  a  forest  stood ; 
Who  does  not  know  the  mournful  tale, 

That  steeps  that  place  in  blood  ? 
For  here  it  was,  in  days  of  yore, 

That  Gaveston  was  brought 
To  answer  for  his  sins  before 

His  God's  eternal  court. 

And  now  the  flowers  are  there  as  bright, 

The  birds  are  just  as  gay, — 
At  eve,  the  moon's  soft  chastened  light, 

The  sun's  broad  glare,  by  day, — 
Are  as  they  were  in  olden  times, 

Before  the  deed  was  done ; 
Recorded  in  those  silent  lines, 

On  that  forgotten  stone. 

They  tell  us  that,  the  hollow  rock, 

O'er  which  the  old  trees  fall, 
Was  made  the  lawless,  ruthless  block, 

Of  Gaveston,  of  Cornwall. 
That  thence  from  Warwick's  stately  towers, 

By  Barons  stern  and  bold, 
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He  was  dragged,  at  midnight's  silent  hour, 
To  this,  his  last  strong  hold. 

The  sand  around  that  fatal  spot, 

Is  now  a  deep,  dark  red ; 
They  say — His  an  eternal  blot, 

In  memory  of  the  dead. 
This  is  a  tale  by  peasants  told, 

But  I  have  seen  the  place, 
Have  looked  upon  the  crimsoned  earth, 

And  could  its  outline  trace. 

Now,  as  the  maiden  trips  along, 

Beside  that  lonely  wood, 
She  stops  her  merry  careless  song, 

And  closer  draws  her  hood ; 
The  ploughman,  as  he  nears  the  place, 

His  joyous  whistle  lowers ; 
And  little  children  hurry  on, 

And  throw  away  their  flowers, 


INHERE  is  a  far-off  speck  of  an 
island,  called  St.  Kilda,  which 
is  nearly  the  most  western  and 
distant  in  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  Few  people 
live  there,  for  it  is  a  bleak  desolate  place ; 
yet  those  few  are  often  very  happy,  and  love 
the  dark  cliffs,  and  steep  precipices  sur- 
rounding their  island;  against  which  the 
sea  dashes  with  fury,  and  rushes  with  the 
sound  of  thunder  into  the  caverns  it  has 
has  formed  beneath  them. 

No  heart  ever  loved  more  dearly  its  own 
home  than  Annis  Lelands,  yet  lonely  and 
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solitary  stood  their  small  hut,  on  the  most 
sheltered  side  of  Conachan,  the  highest  hill 
in  the  island;  which  terminates  on  the  brink 
of  a  precipice  of  one  hundred  and  thirteen 
feet.  The  winds  whistled  around  it,  and 
the  shrill  cries  of  the  sea  fowl  were  borne 
on  them  to  the  ears  of  the  inmates ;  but 
these  sounds  were  not  mournful  ones  to 
them,  and  often  called  forth  an  exclamation 
of  gratitude,  as  it  reminded  them  how  a  Mer- 
ciful Providence  provided  for  their  wants. 

When  Kenard  Lelands  married  Annis 
Aven,  and  brought  her  to  his  home  in  that 
wild  spot,  they  had  no  other  treasures 
than  the  log  hut,  and  its  simple  furniture, 
which  Kenard's  own  hands  had  fashioned ; 
and  a  rope  of  twisted  hides,  two  hundred 
feet  in  length,  and  nearly  three  inches  thick; 
and  Annis  had  thought  herself  fortunate  in 
the  possession  of  that  on  which  so  many 
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comforts  (often  life  itself)  depended.  These 
ropes  are  considered  so  valuable,  that  one 
of  them  is  the  usual  marriage  portion  of  a 
St.  Kilda  girl ;  and  by  their  means,  alone, 
can  the  bird  catchers  descend  the  fearful 
heights,  to  capture  the  oily  fulmars  and  sea 
fowls,  by  which  they  subsist. 

Twelve  years  had  now  flown  by,  and  time 
had  scattered  joys  and  sorrows  on  their 
hearth,  but  still  it  found  Kenard  and  Annis 
affectionate  and  contented  as  when  they  first 
approached  it;  and  the  faces  of  their  three 
children  often  beamed  brightly,  as  they  en- 
circled it,  to  listen  to  their  father's  stories  of 
some  of  the  narrow  escapes  of  the  bird- 
catchers  of  St.  Kilda,  in  more  than  one  of 
which  he  had  himself  shared.  The  eyes  of 
his  two  brave  boys  glistened,  as  they  told 
him  how  they  longed  for  the  time  to  come 
when  they  might  share  with  him  his  dan- 

G 
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gers  ;  and  their  poor  mother  drew  closer  to 
her  side  the  little  fair-haired  sister,  thanking 
God  that  she,  at  least,  would  never  be  ex- 
posed to  them. 

Poor  Annis  always  trembled  to  see  her 
husband  set  out  on  every  fresh  expedition, 
and  was  never  happy  till  he  was  again  be- 
side her,  and  the  rope  safely  coiled  up 
within  their  dwelling;  and  often  too,  she 
shuddered  as  she  examined  it,  and  remem- 
bered how  her  whole  happiness,  and  the 
welfare  of  those  she  loved,  depended  on  its 
strength. 

It  is  strange,  indeed,  how  habit  and  prac- 
tice remove  danger.  The  men  of  St.  Kilda 
let  themselves  down  the  steepest  precipices 
by  means  of  their  ropes,  one  extremity  of 
which  is  fastened  like  a  girdle  round  their 
waists,  and  the  other  let  down  the  height, 
by  the  adventurers  themselves  standing  at 
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the  edge,  then,  giving  the  middle  of  their 
rope  to  a  single  man,  who  holds  it  from  the 
top,  they  descend  without  assistance,  al- 
ways holding  one  part  of  the  string,  while 
they  let  themselves  down  with  the  other. 

The  time  was  now  fast  approaching,  when 
Willie  Leland  and  his  brother  must  begin 
their  fearful  occupation ;  but  to  defer  it, 
their  mother  had  persuaded  Kenard  to  let 
William  work  in  the  garden  of  a  lady  who 
lived  near  them;  but  though  the  boy  was  in- 
dustrious and  worked  well,  still  he  loved 
clambering  over  the  rocks,  and  watching 
the  rolling  mists  and  roaring  surf  beneath, 
better  than  tending  the  brightest  flowers ; 
and  ever,  as  soon  as  his  work  was  done,  he 
might  be  seen  at  the  summit  .of  one  of  these 
heights,  taking  the  birds,  or  eggs,  with  the 
help  of  a  slender  pole,  which  they  use  for 
that  purpose  in  the  island;  it  is  like  a  fish- 
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ing  rod,  to  which  is  attached  a  noose  of 
cow-hair,  stiffened  at  one  end  with  the  fea- 
ther of  a  solan  goose. 

On  one  of  these  expeditions,  William  had 
seen  some  samphire  on  one  of  the  rocks 
beneath ;  and  though  unable  to  reach  it  with 
his  pole,  he  thought  he  could  easily  do  so  if 
his  father  would  lend  him  the  rope.  He 
was  very  anxious  to  obtain  it,  as  he  had 
heard  his  mistress  express  a  desire  for  some 
of  the  same  kind.  He  often  stood  looking 
at  it ;  but  though,  like  all  the  children  of 
St.  Kilda,  he  was  fearless  as  the  very  birds 
that  hover  round  its  cliffs,  still  the  spot  on 
which  it  grew  was  so  dangerous  a  one,  he 
hardly  dared  think  of  approaching  it. 

One  bright  evening,  as,  on  the  brink  of 
the  height,  he  was  longing  for  the  treasure, 
his  father  passed  by,  and  asked  him  why  he 
stood  there  so  long  ? — "  Oh  father,"  replied 
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William,  "I  do  so  wish  I  could  grasp  some 
of  the  samphire,  yonder;  for,  a  few  days  ago, 
my  mistress  sent  two  of  the  boys  out  to 
search  for  it,  and  they  could  find  none." 

"Then  wish  it  no  longer,  Willie,"  said 
his  father,  "for  it  is  beyond  your  reach,  and 
even  I  should  be  sorry  to  descend  that 
rock,  even  with  the  help  of  our  good  old 
rope,  my  boy." 

"The  rope!  oh,  father,  if  you  would 
only  lend  me  the  rope,  I  would  have  it  in  a 
moment." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  lend  it  to  you  for 
such  a  purpose,  the  first  time,  William:" 
said  his  father,  as  he  began  to  ascend  the 
hill,  on  his  way  homeward ;  but,  presently 
turning  round,  and  seeing  his  son  still 
standing  on  the  rock,  gazing  earnestly  into 
the  depths  beneath,  he  added — "Remem- 
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her,  William,  you  do  not  attempt  to  go 
down  there.  Do  you  hear  ?" 

The  boy  did  hear,  but  he  did  not  reply; 
for  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  possess  the 
samphire,  and  was  only  thinking  of  the 
best  method  of  doing  so.  At  last,  when  his 
father  was  out  of  sight,  he  said,  "it  is 
too  dark,  now,  to  think  more  of  it  to-night, 
but  I  will  have  it  in  my  hands  before  to- 
morrow's sun  is  gone  down."  Then  he 
turned  slowly  away;  but  all  that  night,  and 
next  day,  while  at  work,  he  was  thinking 
of  the  best  way  in  which  he  could  manage 
to  effect  his  disobedient  resolution.  Well, 
when  his  gardening  was  finished  for  the 
day,  he  returned  home,  intending  to  fetch 
his  pole,  before  repairing  to  his  favourite 
resort. 

It  so  happened,  that  the  family  were  all 
busily  employed  at  work  behind  the  cabin, 
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where  his  father  had,  after  much  labour, 
succeeded  in  tilling  a  piece  of  ground,  on 
the  mountain  side ;  and  as  he  entered,  he 
beheld  the  coveted  rope,  hanging  behind 
the  door ;  for  some  moments  he  hesitated, 
then,  looking  round  to  see  that  he  was  un- 
observed, he  passed  one  end  round  his 
waist,  and  dragged  it  thus  to  the  brink  of 
the  precipice,  where  a  boy,  a  few  years 
older  than  himself,  was  waiting,  who  had 
agreed  to  help  him  in  his  exploit.  This 
boy  took  hold  of  the  middle  of  the  rope, 
while  Willie  began  to  descend,  and  a  fear- 
ful thing  it  was  to  see  him  supported  only 
by  his  comrade,  who,  with  no  stay  for  his 
feet,  often  held  the  rope  with  but  one  hand, 
and  bent  over  the  dizzy  height,  to  laugh  and 
talk  with  him. 

At  last  the  longed-for  spot  was  gained, 
and   the  fearless  child  stood  on  a  ledge, 
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beneath  a  mass  of  overhanging  rock;  but  at 
the  same  moment  the  knot  which  fastened 
the  rope  round  his  waist  gave  way,  and  in 
his  vain  attempts  to  readjust  it,  he  let  go  of 
the  other  end  of  the  rope  also,  which,  after 
swinging  backwards  and  forwards  for  some 
time,  at  last  became  stationary  against  the 
ledge  of  projecting  rock,  far  beyond  his 
reach;  leaving  the  disobedient  and  terrified 
boy  without  any  apparent  means  of  escape. 
The  screams  of  his  comrade  quickly  brought 
several  men  to  the  spot,  as  well  as  his  own 
poor  distracted  mother,  who  bent  with 
speechless  terror  over  the  brink,  beneath 
which  certain  death  seemed  to  await  him, 
amidst  the  pointed  crags,  half  hidden  by  the 
white  waves,  which  were  moaning  as  they 
dashed  on,  far — far  below. 

Despair  at  length  rendered  the  boy  des- 
perate, and,  after  some  moments  of  deep 
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suspense,  he  determined  on  making  a  last 
effort  to  reach  the  rope,  feeling  that  no  other 
aid  could  be  given.  Collecting,  therefore,  all 
his  strength,  with  outstretched  arms  he 
sprang  from  the  rock,*  and  in  another  in- 
stant, the  rope  was  in  his  grasp!  and  he  was 
on  his  silent  way,  through  the  cold  sea  air, 
to  light  and  happiness  above. 

Then,  how  sweetly  felt  the  warm  lips  of 
his  little  sister  on  his  cheek,  and  the  tear- 
drops from  his  mother's  eye  mingled  with 
his  own.  Yes!  Willie  Leland  was  restored 
to  those  he  loved  so  dearly,  once  more;  and 
often,  in  after  life,  when  wishing  for  that 
which  was  denied  him,  he  became  obedient 
and  contented,  remembering  the  fearful  les- 
son he  had  received  in  his  forbidden  search 
for  samphire,  on  the  rocks  of  St.  Kilda. 

C.  R 


BLOWERS!  the  beautiful,  the 
bright, 

With  their  coloured  buds,    and 

their  leaves  of  light, 
Shall  I  twine  you  a  wreath  of  them? 
Will  you  follow  me  to  the  shady  nook, 
Where  the  king-cup  blossoms,  beside  the  brook, 
In  its  yellow  diadem : 

And  come  and  walk  in  the  woodland  path, 
Where  the  very  daisies  look  up  and  laugh, 
For  they  know  that  spring  is  here ; 
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And  the  purple  violets  bathe  themselves 
In  the  little  streamlet,  amid  the  shells ; 
And  the  cowslip-buds  appear. 

When  I  was  a  child,  as  young  as  you, 
I  used  to  get  up  in  the  morning  dew, 

And  watch  the  roses  wake ; 
Or  gather  great  bunches  of  quiver-grass, 
That  trembles  so  lightly  when  people  pass, 

And  will  never  cease  to  shake. 

And  now  the  spring  is  come  again, 

The  lovely  spring !  with  her  soft  sweet  rain, 

And  her  early  buds  and  flowers : 
God  grant,  that  on  YOUE  young  lives  may  fall, 
SUNSHINE  as  bright,  and  as  beautiful ! 

And  only  such  RAINBOW  SHOWERS. 


THE    END. 
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EMBELLISHED  WITH  LARGE  APPROPRIATE  COLORED  ENGRAVINGS, 
IN  FANCY  COVERS. 


COUSIN  HONEYCOMB'S 
Amusing  Multiplication. 
Amusing  Subtraction. 
Amusing  Division. 
Amusing  Fence  Table. 
Railway  Alphabet. 
Alphabet  of  Trades, 
The  Mouse  and  her  Sons. 
New  Royal  A,  B,  C,  and  Spelling 
Book." 

GRANDMAMMA  EAST'S 
New  Stories  of  the  Alphabet. 
Merry  Multiplication. 
New    Story   about   Old  Daddy 

Longlegs. 
New  Story  about  Little  Jack 

Horner. 

Fate  of  Poor  Molly  Goosey. 
Alderman's  Feast;  an  Alphabet. 
Account  of  the  Public  Buildings 

6f  London. 

GRANDPAPA  EAST'S 

Little  Pig's  Ramble  from  Home. 
Laughable    Story   about    Tom 

Pepper. 
Two  Sisters. 
LittleGentleman — GeneralTom 

Thumb. 
New   Mother   Goose   and    the 

Golden  Eggs. 
Lady  Golightly  and  her  Cousins 

the  Grasshoppers. 

UNCLE  BUNCLR'S 

Death  and  Burial  of  Cock  Robin 

and  Trial  of  the  Sparrow. 
New  Story  of  Master  Nobody. 
Little  Johnny  Green. 
Good  Little  Cottage  Children. 
Alphabet  of  Obj  cts. 
New  Stories  about  Animals. 


COUSIN  HONETCOMB'S 

Pleasing  Popular  Rhymes  for 
the  Nursery. 

Pleasing  Popular  Nursery  Rid- 
dles and  Puzzles. 

My  Aunt's  Ball ;    an  Alphabet. 

The  Prince  and  his  Three  Gifts. 

Story  of  Little  Joey. 

Tales  of  the  Months  and  Seasons 
of  the  Year. 

GRANDMAMMA  EAST'S 

New   Story  of  the    Queen  of 

Hearts. 
New   Story  about  Little   Tom 

Thumb  and  his  Mother. 
Pretty  Stories  of  the  Elephant. 
Pretty  Stories  of  the  Camel. 
Travels   of    Little   Matty 

Macaroni. 

Dame  Bantry  and  her  Cat. 
Wonders  of  a  Toy  Shop. 

GRANDPAPA  EAST'S 

New  Story    of  the    Lion   and 

Unicorn. 
Pretty    Poetry    about    Trees, 

Fruits,  and  Flowers. 
Jacko's  Merry  Pence  Table. 
Pretty  Poetical  Spelling  Book. 
Countries  of  Europe. 
New  Puss  in  Boots. 
Amusing  Addition. 
Cock  Robin  alive  and  well  again. 

UNCLE  BUNGLE'S 
Comical  Boys. 
New  Stories  about  Birds. 
Lord  Mayor's  Show. 
Sick  Little  Robin  and  his  kind 

little  nurse  Jenny  Wren. 
Little  Peter's  Visit  to  the  Farm. 
New  A,  B,  C. 
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PUBLISHED  BY 
THOMAS  DEAN  AND  SON,  THREADNEEDLE-STREET. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM, 

Being  the  Histories  of  England,  Scotland,  Ireland,  and  Wales,  con- 
tinued  to  the  present  time.  BY  Miss  CORNKR. 

10s.  6d.  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  edges,  with 
11  engravings  and  title,  and  3  maps. 

THE  SCHOOL  AND  FAMILY  ELEMENTARY  ATLAS 

AND  GEOGRAPHY.    Containing:  Seven  distinctly  engraved  Maps,  with 
engravings,  and  Geographical  information  about  the  Five  Continents. 
Is.  plain,  or  2s.  coloured. 

THE     FIRST     HISTORY     OF     ENGLAND     THAT 

SHOULD  BE  PLACED  IN  THE  HANDS  OF  A  CHILD.  Second 
Edition.  BY  Miss  CORMBR  :  Author  of  the  Play  Grammar,  Every 
Child's  History  of  Kngland,  &c.  Containing, 

An  interesting  description  of  the  Ancient  Britons,  and  their  Civiliz-* 
ation  by  the  Romans  ;  the  Conquest  of  the  Romans  and  Britons  by 
the  Saxons;  the  Life  and  Times  of  Alfred  the  Great;  the  Norman 
Conquest;  the  Feudal  Times;  the  Manners  and  Condition  of  the 
People  of  England  in  the  Middle  Ages ;  in  the  Sixteenth,  Seventeenth, 
Eigiiteenth,  and  Nineteenth  Centuries,  to  the  present  time. 
Printed  in  large  type;  with  twenty-five  pages  of  illustrations. 
3s.  6'd.  bound,  suitable  for  a  present,  in  blue  cloth,  gilt  edges-, 
Or,  in  Eight  Parts,  6d.  each,  stitched  in  fancy  wrappeis. 

EVERY  CHILD'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND: 

WITH   A  MAP,  AND   QUESTIONS  TO  EACH  CHAPTER. 

Particularly  suited  for  Children,  and  for  Home,  or  Intant  School 
Reading.  By  Miss  CORNKR :  Author  of  the  Play  Grammar,  &c. 

Is.  sewed;  or  with  the  map  coloured,  Is.  6'd.  in  cloth. 
«'  This  little  History  for  Children  will  be  an  invaluable  assistant  in  the 
nursery,  and  in  all  schools." — Evangelical  Magazine. 

"  Very  clearly  and  attractively  written:  it  may  be  safely  recommended, 
and  safely  employed."—  Atlas. 

"  As  a  school-book  we  can  cordially  recommend  it  to  all  who  are  anxious 
that  their  children  should  imbibe  the  purest  mental  food." — People's  Journal. 

GUIDE  TO  USEFUL  KNOWLEDGE: 

BY   CHARLES   BUTLER. 

Containing,  in  the  popular  form  of  an  easy  and  familiar  Catechism, 
the  newest  and  most  useful  information  connected  with  the  Arts, 
Sciences,  aud  the  various  Phenomena  of  Nature.      For  the  use  of 
Schools  aud  Families.   * 
B  Fifth  edition,  corrected.   Is.  fid.  bound  in  cloth. 


Juvenile  Works,  published  by 
AN  EASY  GUIDE  TO  GEOGRAPHY:   FOR  THE  USE  OP 

SCHOOLS  AND  PRIVATE  INSTRUCTORS.  BY  CHARLES  BUTLER. 
A  new,  pleasing-,  and  concise  description  of  the  Five  great  divisions  of 
the  Globe:  the  empires,  kingdoms,  and  states,  into  which  they  are 
divided;  and  the  natural,  mineral,  and  vegetable  productions  of  the 
several  countries;  with  the  number,  and  the  manners  and  customs  of 
their  inhabitants. 

New  edition,  (7th  thousand)  Is.  6d.  bound  in  cloth ; — or,  with 
Seven  Glyphographic  Maps,  and  the  Use  of  the  Globes,  2s.  bound. 
41  This  is  truly  what  it  professes  to  be  4  An  Easy  Guide.'    We  recommend  it 
without  hesitation. — Athenaeum. 

"  We  know  of  none  superior  to  it,  as  an  elementary  book,  for  the  use  of 
schools,  and  private  families."— North  British  Review. 

"  We  recommend  this  Geography  as  an  important  addition  to  our  stock  of 
sterling  school  books." — Surplice. 
"  Evidently  most  carefully  compiled."— Edinboro'  Weekly  Post. 

PAPA  AND  MAMMA'S  EASY  LESSONS  IN  GEOGRA- 
PHY; OR.  ELEMENTS  OF  GEOGRAPHY,  IN  A  NEW  AND  AT- 
TRACTIVE FORM. 

By  ANNA  MARIA  SARGKANT,  Author  of  Bible  Geography,  Tales  of 
the  Reformation,  &c.  Embellished  with  many  Illustrations:  and 
a  companion  to  Miss  Corner's  Play  Grammar.  3rd  Edition. 

Price  Is.  stitched,  or  Is.  6d.  bound  in  cloth. 

44  Full  of  informat&Hi,  conveyed  in  the  simplest  language."  Literary  Gazette. 
"  Geography  amusingly  imparted."—  Church  of  England  Quarterly  Review. 
"  For  young  people,  this  is  one  of  the  best  elementary  geographical  works 
we  have  ever  met  with."— Church  and  State  Gazette. 
"  Admirably  adapted  for  the  purpose." — Wesley  an  Penny  Magazine. 

PAPA  AND  MAMMA'S  EASY  LESSONS  IN  ARITH- 
METIC. By  T.  T  Morell.  With  30  illustrations.  Same  size  and  style 
as  MISS  CORNER'S  PLAY  GRAMMAR,  and  MISS  SARGEANT'S 
PAPA  and  MAMMA'S  EASY  LESSONS  IN  GEOGRAPHY. 

Price  Is.  stiff  cover,  or  Is.  6d.  cloth. 
THE  PLAY  GRAMMAR;  or,  THE  ELEMENTS  OF  GRAMMAR 

EXPLAINED  IN  SHORT  AND  EASY  GAMES. 

By  Miss  CORNER.     Is.  6d.  cloth  lettered,  with  richly  coloured 

frontispiece,  and   numerous  engravings   on   wood;    or,  Is. 

sewed  in  fancy  covers,  with  plain  frontispiece.     7th  Edition. 

"  Miss  Corner's  Play  Grammar  is,  beyond  all  comparison,  the  best  contrivance 

we  have  seen  for  teaching  this  difficult  science  to  young  Children."— Critic. 

44  One  of  the  prettiest  and  cheapest  of  children's  books,  and  at  the  same 
time  one  of  the  most  successful  attempts  to  simplify  the  rudiments  of  gram, 
mar  that  we  have  seen." — Watchman. 

SCRIPTURE  NATURAL  HISTORY;    BY  THE  REV.  J, 

YOUNG,  A.M.  A  pleasing  description  of  the  nature  and  habits  of  the 
most  interesting  and  wonderful  of  the  Works  of  God,  as  exhibited  in 
Creation,  and  recorded  in  Scripture. 

With  numerous  engravings,  and  eight  pages  of  tinted  illus- 
trations ;    2s.  6d.  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  edges. 
<4  This  is  in  all  respects  an  admirable  book  for  the  young.    The  engravings 
are  numerous  and  excellent ;  the  typographical  getting  up,  is  of  the  first  order  j 
and  altogether,  the  hook,  combining  an  elegant  appearance  with  awell  chosen 
and  ably  treated  subject,  is  one  of  the  best  of  its  class."—  Christian  Witness. 


DEAN  AND  SON,   Threadneedle-street. 

EASY  AND  INTERESTING  H1SIORIES,-FOR  LITTLE  FOLKS, 

BY  MISS  CORNER,  Author  of  the  Historical  Library,  &c. 

Price  si x -pence  each;  printed  in  large  type,  and  embellished  with  four  pages 

of  descriptive  tinted  plates,  and  sewed  in  fancy  wrappers. 

THE  ANCIENT  BRITONS. 

Describing  their  Manners  and  Customs ;  and  how  they  were  con- 
quered,  and  Britain  was  governed,  by  the  Romans. 

fid.    With  four  pages  of  plates. 

THE    CONQUEST   OF   THE    ROMANS  AND    BRITONS  BY 

THE  SAXONS ;  and  an  interesting  Account  of  the  Saxon  Heptarchy, 
or  the  Seven  Saxon  Kingdoms  in  England. 

fid.    With  four  pages  of  illustrations. 
THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF  ALFRED  THE  GREAT: 

an  interesting  Narrative.  fid.    Four  pages  of  illustrations 

THE  NORMAN   CONQURST; 

And  the  manner  in  which  the  People  of  England  lived  during  the 
Reign  of  William  the  Conqueror.  An  interesting  Narrative. 

fid.    Four  pages  of  illustrations- 

ENGLAND,  AND  ITS  PEOPLE,  IN  THE  FEUDAL  TIMES. 

fid.    Four  pages  of  Illustrations . 

THE   HISTORY    OF   ENGLAND ;    WITH    THE    MANNERS 
AND   CONDITION  OF  THE  PEOPLE,  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES. 

6d.    With  four  pages  of  illustrations. 
AN  INTERESTING  DESCRIPTION  OF  ENGLAND  IN  THE 

SIXTEENTH  AND  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURIES. 
And  how  the  People  lived  and  dressed,  during  the  Reign  of  Henry 
the  Seventh,  to  the  death  of  William  the  Third,    fid.   With  four  pages 
of  illustrations. 

ENGLAND    IN    THE    EIGHTEENTH    AND    NINETEENTH 

CENTURIES. 

Exhibiting  the  Condition  of  the  People,  and  their  modes  of  life ;  from 
the  Reign  of  James  the  Second,  to  that  of  Queen  Victoria,  fid. 
With  Four  pages  of  illustrations. 

These  Eight  Histories  may  be  had,  bound  in  One  Volume,  infancy  cloth,  gilt 
sides  and  edges,  suitable  for  a  present,  price  3s.  fid. 


PLEASANT  TALES  FOR  LITTLE  PEOPLE, 

SIX-PENCE  EACH,— SEWED  IN  FANCY  COVERS,  PRINTED  IN  COLORS, 
Each  embellished  with  numerous  Engravings  on  wood, 

SQUIRE  GRAY's  FRUIT  FEAST. 

With  an  account  of  how  he  entertained  his  Young  Friends ;  and  some 
of  the  Pretty  Tales  in  the  Books,  which  he  gave  to  them  as  Prizes, 
fid.   Fourteen  engravings. 

MIRTHFUL  MOMENTS ;  or,  How  TO  ENJOY  HOLIDAYS. 

A  collection  of  Mirthful  and  Pleasing  Games  and  Forfeits :  with  plain 
Directions  for  Playing  «ach  Game,  and  how  to  Cry  the  Forfeits. 

fid.    With  appropriate  engravings 

ANNE  AND  JANE;    or,  GOOD  ADVICE  AND  GOOD  EXAMPLE. 
A  Tale  for  Young  Children.    By  Miss  J.  STRICKLAND. 

fid.    Fifteen  engravings. 
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Juvenile  Works,  published  by 
SUNSHINE  AND  TWILIGHT;    or,  THE  PROSPERITY   AND  AD- 

VKRSITY     OF    TWO     COUSINS. 

Exhibiting  the  sure  rewards  of  amiable  manners  and  good  conduct. 
6d.    Fifteen  engravings. 

TROUBLES  ARISING   FROM  BEING  TOO  LATE  ;    or  THE 

Two  SISTKRS.  6d.    Nineteen  engravings. 

A  PRINCE  IN  SEARCH  OF  A  WIFE.    A  Trial  of  Charity. 

6d.    Fifteen  engravings. 

CHARITY  WOOD,  THE  LITTLE  ORPHAN. 

A  Tale  for  Young  Children.    By  Miss  Jane  Strickland. 

6d.    Many  engravings. 

THE    LITTLE  TRAVELLER'S  TRAVELLINGS  IN  EUROPE. 

By  MRS.  BAKER.  6d.    Sixteen  engravings. 

OUR  SISTER  LILLIE.     By  Mrs.  Lee.       Illustrated  with  Eight 
Plates,  by  her  Sister. 

Price  6d.  sewed;  or  is.,  gilt  cloth,  with  coloured  plates. 


NURSERY   PICTURE    BOOKS,— in  illustrated  covers, 

size,  4fo.  royal,— five  sheets  of  coloured  plates  in  each  book. 

THE  FIVE  DIVISIONS  OF  THE  GLOBE  :-EuroPe, 

Asia,  Africa,  America,  and  Polynesia  or  Australia.  Illustrated  for 
Little  Folks,  on  Five  Large  Plates :  and  done  up  in  a  fancy  cover, 

Price  Is.  plain  ;  or,  Is.  6d.  coloured. 
THE  FOUR  ELEMENTS  :-or,  „„,  Air,  Earth,  and  Water. 

Illustrated  for  Little  Folks.  And  the  Old  English  Nursery  Rhyme 
of  Simple  Simon,  set  to  Music.  On  Five  Large  Plates ;  and  done  up 
in  a  fancy  cover.  „  . 

Price  Is.  plain  :  or,  Is.  6d.  coloured. 

THE   FIVE    SENSES, — Hearing,  Seeing,  Smelling,  Tasting,  and 

Feeling.      And  the   FOUR  SEASONS,— Spring,   Summer,  Autumn, 

and  Winter.    Illustrated  for  Little  Folks,  on  Five  Large  Plates  j    and 

done  up  in  a  fancy  cover.  ,        ,   .  .      ,. ,        ,          , 

Is.  plain  ;  or,  Is.  fid.  coloured. 

THE  NURSERY  RHYMES  OF  OLD  ENGLAND, 

Set  to  Music,  for  Little  Folks.  Containing,  The  Queen  of  Hearts,— 
Bye!  Baby  Bunding, — Who  comes  here?  a  Grenadier! — Little  Boy 
Blue,— and,  The  Lion  and  the  Unicom.  Illustrated  on  Five  Large 
Plates;  and  done  up  in  a  fancy  cover. 

Price  Is.  pJain;  or,  Is.  6d.  coloured. 

THE  ROYAL  NURSERY  PICTURE  BOOK,— 

the  Nursery  Alphabet,— the  Royal  Family.— the  comparative  sizes  of 
Animals, — and  a  "  Morland." 

Is.  plain;    or,  Is.  6d.  coloured. 

PLEASING  AND   POPULAR   NURSERY  RIDDLES, 

RHYMES,  PUZZLES,  AXD  JINGLES.     With  Forty-five  Illustrations. 
Price  6d.  plain  ;  or  Is.  boards,  coloured. 


DEAN  AND  SON,     Threadneedle-strect. 


PUBLISHED    BY   THOMAS    DEAN    AND    SON, 
THREADNEEDLE-STREET,  LONDON. 


A  PRACTICAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  COUNTY  COURTS, 

AND  ABSTRACT  OF  THE  THREE  ACTS  FOR  THE  MORE  EASY 
RKCOVERY  OF  DEBTS  AND  DEMANDS,— including  the  ^50 
Extension  Act; — with  plain  directions  how  to  proceed,  and  every 
necessary  Information,  both  for  Plaintiffs  and  Defendants;  whether 
residing  in  the  same  Districts,  or  in  different  parts  of  the  Kingdom. 
Correct  Tables  of  Costs,  and  List  of  the  County  Courts  in  England 
and  Wales, — with  the  Metropolitan  Courts,  and  their  Boundaries, — 
Also  the  City  of  London  Small  Debts  Act ,  and  the  Act  lor  giving  juris- 
diction to  County  Courts  in  cases  of  Insolvency,  llth  Edition.  By 
JAJIKS  BISHOP. 

6<1.  sewed,— or,  with  the  OFFICIAL  FORMS,  Is.  cloth. 
LAWS  OF  LANDLORDS,  TENANTS,  AND  LODGERS. 

Containing  every  necessary  information  respecting  letting  or  taking 
houses;  of  taking,  erecting,  selling,  or  removing  fixtures ;  payment 
and  recovery  of  rent:  notices  to  quit:  and  the  new  Ejectment  Act , 
a  few  words  to  Landlords  and  others,  about  buying,  renting,  or  build, 
ing  Houses ;  and  of  the  new  method  cf  constructing  fire-proof  dwell- 
ings. Eleventh  Edition,  carefully  conected  from  the  Acts  of  Parlia- 
ment in  force,  to  the  year  1851.  By  JAMES  BISHOP. 

6(1.  sewed;    or,  Is.  cloth,  lettered. 

CABINET  MAKER'S  AND  UPHOLSTERER'S  GUIDE: 

With  the  art  of  Drawing,  as  applied  to  Cabinet-making  and  Upholstery, 
the  process  of  veneering,  and  inlaying,  dying  and  staining  woods; 
lacquering,  japanning,  varnishing,  French  polishing,  &c.  With  des- 
criptive  engravings,  by  J.  STOKES.  ,g  ^  ^  ^^ 

COOKERY  MADE  EASY :  OR,  EXCELLENT  COOK- 

ERY,  COMBINED  WITH  ECONOMY  ;  being  the  most  plain, 
accurate,  and  exact  directions  ever  published,  for  properly  preparing 
to  cook,  and  for  nicely  and  cleanly  cooking,  and  genteelly  serving- 
up,  all  sorts  of  provisions,  from  a  single  Joint  of  Meat,  with 
Vegetables,  to  the  finest  seasoned  dishes  of  Game,  Poultry,  Fish, 
Gravies,  Sauces,  Soups,  and  M:>de  Dishes.— The  proper  way  of 
making  Christmas  and  all  other  Puddings ;  and  also  of  making  and 
baking  Pies,  Tarts,  Patties,  Custards,  Jellies,  &c.  The  whole  wntten 
from  experience.  By  a  LADY.  The  Ninth  Edition,  improved. 

Is.  6d.  in  cloth,  lettered. 

Or,  bound  up  with  the  COOKMAID'S  GUIDE,  for  the  proper 

performance  of  all  the  Household  Work  which  is  usually  expected  to 
be  done  by  the  Cookmaidin  respectable  Families.  Price  2s, 


Useful  Works,  published  by 
CHEAP  AND  NOURISHING  COOKERY  FOR  THE 

WORKING  CLASSES.    By  the  Author  of  COOKERY  MADE  EASY 
Showing  working  people  the  proper  way  to  prepare  and  cook  a  great 
variety  of  warm,  savoury,  and  nourishing:  meals,  at  little  expense. 
7th  edition;  6d.  sewed,  or  5s.  per  dozen,  to  giveaway 

THE    MAID-OF-ALL- WORK'S  COMPLETE  GUIDE: 

Or,  plain  and  accurate  instructions  tor  properly  arranging  and 
correctly  performing:  the  duties  of  a  Maid-of-all-Work,  in  respectable 
families-,  including:  the  most  exact  directions  for  every  thing  in  the 
art  of  plain  cookery,  that  her  situation  can  require  :  and  for  washing, 
starching,  and  ironing  of  family  and  household  linen. — With  a  few 
other  important  instructions,  useful  to  families  and  servants.  A  new 
and  enlarged  edition.  By  A.  M.  Sargeant.  ~ ,  , 

THE  COOKMAID's  COMPLETE  GUIDE: 

For  the  proper  performance  all  all  the  household  work  expected  to  be 
done  by  the  Cookmaid,  in  families  where  a  Housemaid  is  kept.  With 
the  Cookmaid's  Remembrancer,  or  general  directions  for  the  best  me- 
thods of  boiling,  steaming,  roasting,  stewing,  frying,  broiling,  baking, 
making  soups,  pies,  puddings,  sauces,  &c.  By  the  author  of  "  Cookery 
Made  Easy."  Second  edition,  with  additions.  *., 

od.  sewed. 

HOUSEMAID'S  COMPLETE  GUIDE: 

The  best  and  most  easy  methods  for  arranging  and  properly  performing 
all  the  business  of  the  Housemaid  in  respectable  families.  Describing 
the  duties  of  her  situation,  the  work  which  is  required  to  be  done,  and 
plainly  directing  the  proper  modes,  and  the  proper  times  for  doing  it. 
A  new  edition,  carefully  revised  and  coi reeled.  By  A.  M.  Sargeant. 

6d.  sewed. 

In  these  practical  Guides  the  various  duties  to  he  performed  are  so 
clearly  laid  down,  that  they  are  particularly  recommended  to 
Clergymen  and  Ladies  for  distrihution  among  young  people  at, 
or  on  leaving  school ;  for  which  purpose,  they  may  be  obtained 
at  5s.  per  dozen. 

HOUSEHOLD  HINTS  TO  YOUNG  HOUSEWIVES. 

With  arrangements,  receipts,  and  requirements  for  forty  Dinners,  &c. 
By  Martha  Careful.  Second  edition. 

Price  Is. 

MODERN   DOMESTIC   COOKERY,    AND  USEFUL 

RECEIPT  BOOK  ;  containing  directions  for  properly  Cooking  Meat, 
Poultry,  Game,  Fish,  and  Vegetables; — Trussing  and  Carving; — 
making  Soups,  &c.  Pastry  and  Confectionary; — Brewing  and  Baking; 
— making  British  Wines ;  the  management  of  the  Dairy;  the  Kitchen. 
Garden,  and  Bees;  With  many  useful  and  valuable  family  receipts 
and  other  information.  BY  ELIZABETH  HAMMOND. 

Ninth  edition,  with  plates;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

NEW  GUIDE  TO  KNITTING  AND  CROTCHET. 

By  Miss  Cooper.  With  coloured  illustrations.  Second  Edition.  De- 
dicated to  the  Countess  of  Wicklow. 

Price  Is.  cloth  gilt. 


DEAN  AND  SON,  Threadneedle- street. 

HOWARD'S  SPELLING  AND  READING  BOOK. 

Third  edition,     Is.  bound  in  leather. 

MAYOR'S  AND  FENNING'S  SPELLING  BOOKS. 

8d.  each,  bound  in  cloth. 

HOWARD'S   READING    LESSONS  FOR  HOME   AND 
DAY  SCHOOLS.     With  frontispiece  and  neat  engravings  , 
Third  edition,    6d.   sewed  in  stiff  covers. 

HOWARD'S    POETRY    LESSONS    FOB   HOME   AND 

DAY  SCHOOLS.    From  various  Authors,  adapted  to  different  Ages. 
6d.  sewed,  in  stiff  covers,  with  neat  frontispiece. 

ELEMENTARY  &  PROGRESSIVE  DRAWING-BOOK: 

Comprising  examples  of  Still  Life,  Figures,  Animals,  and  Landscape, 

Shipping,  &c.    By  C.  ROBINSON. 

In  thirteen  Numbers,  6d.  each;    or  the  set  in  one  vol.  7s. 

ELEMENTS  OF  PERSPECTIVE  DRAWING, 

An  easy  mode  of  acquiring  the  knowledge  of  Drawing  in  Perspective, 
by  progressive  lessons.    BY  SYMNS  AND  CROUCH. 

3s.  neatly  bound. 

ELEMENTS  OF  PERSPECTIVE  DRAWING; 

Suitable  for  the  practice  of  beginners.    With  8  pages  of  illustretionsl 
By  AUGUSTUS  DEACON. 

Price  2s. 
WORSLEY's  NEW  DRAWING-BOOK, 

On  PROGRESSIVE  PRINCIPLES.  Commencing  with  designs  in  out- 
line, to  half  and  full  shade,  and  on  to  perfect   finished  specimens. 

Five  sorts,  Is.  each;    or  5s.  6d.  bound. 

DRAWING-BOOK  OF  TREES ;  with  Pictorial  Illustra- 
tions of  THEIR  USES  TO  MAN  placed  round  each  Tree.  Four  large 
plates  in  each  book.  ,n  ^  p^  gd<  ^ 


DEAN'S     FAMILY    DOUBLE-CHECK     WASHING- 

BOOK  ;    Comprising  improved  and  complete  Double-check  Lists  of 
Families  Washing,  for  twenty-six  weeks. 

Is.  sewed;    in  stiff  covers. 

DEAN'S   GENTLEMAN'S  DOUBLE-CHECK  WASH- 

ING  BOOK. 

DEAN'S     LADIES'    DOUBLE -CHECK    WASHING- 

BOOK:    Each  containing  complete  Double-check  Washing  Lists  for 
twenty-six  weeks. 


Prints  and  Engravings, — published  by 


PUBLISHED    AND    SOLD    BY 


tfjjnnraa  $to  eft  Inn,  ^IrateM*  rtmt,  Itoinn. 


ENGRAVINGS  OF  THE  ART  UNION  OF  SCOTLAND, 

Under  the  Patronage  of  His  Royal  Highness  PRIVCK  ALBBRT. — A  set 
of  Six  beautiful  line  engravings, 

Printed  by  M'c  Queen,  each  on  sheet  plate  super  royal,  20  in.  by  27. 
Size  of  Prints,  16  in.  by  13. 

15s.  the  set,  in  an  illuminated  wrapper,  or,  3s.  6<1.  each. 

1*  WATER  FROM  THE  FOUNTAIN, 

Painted  by  G.  Duncan,  A.R.A.  R.S.A.    Engraved  by  Geo. B.Shaw. 

2  THE  WIDOW, 

Painted  by  W.  Allen,  R.A.  P.  R.  S.  A. ..     Engraved  by  Robt.  Bell. 

3  THE  FLOWERS  OF  THE  FOREST, 

Painted  by  Andw.  Somerville,  S.  A. 

4*  PLAITING  RUSHES. 

Painted  by  G.  Harvey,  R.  S.  A.       .. 

5»  AULD  ROBIN  GRAY, 

Painted  by  G.  Innes 

6»  ROGER  AND  JENNY, 

Painted  by  G.  W.  Allen,  R.  A.  P.  R.  S.  A.    Engraved  by  R.  C.  Bell. 
These  Four  [*]  may  lie  had  in  beautifully  finished  colours,  at  5s.  eae  li 


Engraved  by  Henry  Haig. 
Engraved  by  R.  C.  Bell. 
Engraved  by  G.  W.  Smith. 


DEAN  AND  SON,    Threadneedh-street . 
DEAN'S  NbW  T1NTORETTE  SKETCHES  OF~  COACHING  SCENES, 

Imitating  Tinted  Drawings.  These  extremely  cheap  and  novel 
sketches  are  circular  in  form,  and  suitable  for  Scrap  Books,  Framing, 

fid.  each,  or  5s.  the  set  of  12. 

1.  HOLD  HARD.  7.  MIDWAY  GREETING. 

2.  STEPPING  OUT.  8.  LEADER   IN  A  DITCH. 

3.  SPRINGfNG  THEM  UP.  9.  MAIL  IN  A  STORM. 

4.  WHEEL  ON  FIRE.  10.  GOOD  MORNING. 

5.  MAIL  IN  A  FLOOD.  11.  MUSJC   HATH  CHARMS. 

6.  CHANGING  COACHMEN.  12.  MAIL  JUST  IN  TIME. 

These  will  be  followed  by  a  series  of  SHIPPING  and  RAILWAY 
SCENES,  in  the  same  style. 

THE  CRYSTAL  LABYRINTH,— A  PUZZLE. 

Size  of  Print,  19  in.  by  12. 

'  If  the  Palace  you  would  enter,— cross  no  line,  you'll  gain  the  centre.' 
fid.  plain; — Is.  coloured. 

HER  MAJESTY,  QUEEN  VICTORIA,_a  fun-length  picture, 

Painted  by  G.  Swandale,  engraved  in  mezzotinto  by  W.  Overend  Geller 
Printed  on  sheet columbier,  24  in.  by  34,— size  of  Print,  I/  in.  by  25.— 
Messrs.  Ackermanns'  original  impressions. 

Prints,  7s.  fid.      ..       coloured,  15s. 

Proofs  (before  lettering;    .  £\  Is. 

THE  FREEDOM  OF  ELECTION,  Only  Once  in  Seven  Years. 
A  mezzotinto,  after  Stephanoff,  engraved  by  H.  Blundell.  Printed  on 
sheet  plate  imperial,  30  by  22.  Size  of  print,  15i  by  13. 

Prints,  5s.    coloured,  10s. 

MAZEPPA, — ««  The  Wild  Horse,»-Engraved  by  J.  G.  S.  Lucas. 

A  pair  of  fine  mezzotinto  engravings,  after  Horace  Vernet;  on  sheet 
royal,  20  in.  by  25— size  of  print,  17  in.  by  13%. 

3s.  fid.  each,  plain;     10s.  the  pair,  coloured. 

SMUGGLERS  QUARRELLING; 

Painted  by  H.  P.  Parker,  and  engraved  in  mezzotinto,  by  T.  Lupton. 
Printed  on  sheet  plate  columbier,  34  by  24.  Size  of  print,  21  by  I/. 

Prints,  7s.  fid.  plain, — 10s.  coloured. 

Proofs,  before  lettering.  10s. 

THE   TIGHT    SHOE  ;  plate  imperial,  30  by  22.  size  of  print,  24  by  18. 
Painted  by  Richter,  and  engraved  in  mezzotinto,  by  J.  P.  Quelley.— 
Prints,  5s-  plain, — 10s.  coloured. 
Original  Proofs,  before  lettering,  10s. 

STUDIES   FROM   NATURE;    FOUR  PLATES: 

HARVEST  FIELD.— REAPERS.      A  SHEEP  FARM,— SUSSKX  DOWNS. 

A  VALE,  IN-  MOVTGOMKRYSHIRK.  CROSS  ING  THK  BROOK—  KILLARNKY. 
Illustrative  of  Costume,  Character,  and  Scenery.  Size  of  paper,  15  in. 
by  ISA,— size  of  print,  about  12  by  10.  Drawn  on  etone  by  W.  J.  Giles, 
and  printed  iu  colours.  lg  6d  each 


Prints  and  Engravings, — published  by 
THE  FOUR  SEASONS;   FOUR  PLATES: 

Painted  by  J.  Dearman.  Engraved  hy  D.  Wolstonholme.  Size  ot 
paper,  15  by  11.— Size  of  subjects,  10  in.  by  8%. 

4s.  the  set,  coloured ;  or  2s.  plain. 
FLOWERS,  FRUIT,  &c.    NINE  VARIOUS  SHEETS: 

On  stout  4to.  Imperial  paper,  isbyll.  Four  to  twenty. three  sub- 
jects on  each  sheet,  elegantly  coloured  after  nature ;  and  suitable  as 
Scrap  Prints  and  Drawings,  tor  Albums.  , 

Is.  each  sheet. 

TREES,   AND   THEIR   USES;     Four  Subjects  on  each  Sheet. 
Suitable  for  a  Scrap  book,  or  to  copy. 

6d.  each  sheet,  plain;   Is.  coloured. 

1,  THE  ASH,   PINE,  OAK,  AND  WILLOW. 

2,  THE  MAHOHANY,   CORK,  CEDAR,  AND  ELM. 
2,     THE  BEECH,  FIR,  BOX,  AND  BIRCH. 

4,    SUGAR  MAPLE,  WALNUT,  LARCH,  AND  GUTTA  PERCHA. 

COLOURED  TINTED  SCRAPS.-FANCy  PORTRAITS.-^  sorts , 
Each  sheet  comprising:  several  subjects,— after  the  manner  of  the  French 
Scrap  prints, — printed  with  tinted  grounds,  and  elegantly  coloured. 
64  Heads  on  a  sheet     56  Heads  on  a  sheet     34  Heads  on  a  sheet 
11  Ladies  on  a  sheet      9  Cupids  on  a  sheet. 
Four  sheets,  with4  Fancy  heads  on  each, — the  Seasons,  Showers,  &c. 
Two  sheets,  new, — Flowers,  Birds,  Moths,  and  Butterflies. 
Shaksperian  Sheet, — and  Waverley  Sheet.     34  subjects  ou  sheet. 

Is.  each  sheet. 

Si*  other  Sheets  of  COLOURED  TINTED  SCRAPS,  for  Scrap  Books.  , 
Size  of  paper,  11  in.  by  8&. — 6  to  32  subjects  on  each  sheet.       gd.    each. 

CHANGEABLE  CHARACTERS;    FOUR  VARIETIES: 

1,  THE  ROYAL  OAK,    with  changeable  Portraits  of  the  Royal  Family. 

2,  THE  VILLAGE  BARBER  AND  HIS  DOG,        80  changes. 

3,  THE  SCHOOLMASTER  AND  HIS  PUPILS,     54  changes. 

4,  MUSICAL  FAMILY,  84  changes. 

Price  Is.  each. 

THE  RIGHT  AND  THE  WRONG  WAY;   FOUR  PLATES: 

A  series  of  Fox-Hunting  Prints,  on  stone  by  Chevely  Dennis,  after 

Pollard, — size  of  each  print  14  in.  by  11. 

GOING  IN  AND  OUT  CLEVERLY.   -GALLANTLY  DONE,  SIR! 
ONE  THAT  CAN  GO  THE  PACE.        PUSH  HIM  AT  IT,  SIR,— for  it's  very 
[Deep.       6s   the  ge^  coloured. 

MOVING  ACCIDENTS  BY  FLOOD  AND  FIELD: 

Four  Plates,  painted  by  Turner,  and  engraved  by  Fielding.  On  folio 
plate  Columbier,  17  in.  by  22.  Size  of  each  picture,  exclusive  of 
margin,  13  in.  by  14. 

1,  AGROUND.  3,    'TIS  THE  PACE  THAT  KILLS. 

2,  AFLOAT.  4,    A  CASE  OF  POUND. 

2s.  (id.  each,  coloured. 


DEAN  AND  SON,  Tureadnecdle-strcct. 


SELF-EXAMINATION : 

Designed  and  engraved  by  G.  Sanders.    Size  of  print,  11  in.  by  8. 

Is.  coloured 

HER  MAJESTY  QUEEN  VICTORIA, 
HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  PRINCE  ALBERT  :— 

(A  PAIR;    Drawn  and  engraved  in  mezzotinto,  by  Huffam.    Size 
each  print,  10  in.  by  7. 

2s.  the  pair,  coloured. 
THE  CAMBRIAN: 

Drawn  by  Lynch,  engraved  by  Alport.    Size  of  print,  8  in.  by  6. 

Is.  coloured. 
THE  WOODLAND  MAID  : 

Engraved  by  Egan,  from  painting  of  Brough.    Size  of  print,  10  in.  by  7. 

Is.  coloured. 
FEATHERED   FAVOURITE: 

Drawn  and  engraved  by  W.  O.  Gellen.     Size  of  print,  5  Vs  in.  by  8. 

Is.  coloured. 
PITY  THE  POOR  BLIND  : 

J.  O.  Parry,  del.,— R.  P.  Barlow,  sculp.      Size  of  print,  12Vfc  in.  by  8. 

Is.  coloured. 
REFLECTION : 

Designed  by  J.  Hudson,  engraved  by  A.  F.  Huffam.    Size  of  print,  9  in. 
by  6. 

Is.  coloured. 
PEACH   GIRL: 

Rosalba,  pinxt;  Wilson,  fecit.    Size  of  print,  13}fc  in.  by  10. 

Is.  coloured. 
CALEDONIAN : 

Drawn  by  G.  D.  Lynch,  engraved  by  J.  Alport.  Size  of  print,  8  in.  by  6. 

Is.  coloured. 
THE  MADONNA  : 

Carlo  Dolci,  pins ;    Enery,  sculp :    in  mezzotinto.      Size  of  print. 
8&  in.  by  6. 

Is.  coloured. 
MATERNAL  INSTRUCTION: 

Drawn  and  engraved  by  J.  Porter.    Size  of  print,  10%  in.  by  7V*. 

Is.  coloured. 


UNIFORMS  OF  THE  BRITISH  ARMY- 

Correctly  coloured,  Is.  each,  printed  on  plate  paper.      Size  of  each 
print,  11  in.  by  8. 

SCOTS  FUSILEER  GUARDS.  42ND  HIGHLANDERS. 

ROYAL  HORSE  GUARDS.  7xH,  OR  QUEEN'S  OWN  HUSSARS. 

ROYAL  HORSE  ARTILLERY.  1ST  LIFE  GUARDS. 


Prints  and  Engravings, —  Dean  and  Son,  Threadneedle- street. 


LAUGHTRR   AND    FUN    FOR    EVERY    ONE,— Showing    the 
comical  effects  of  Turn-up  and  Turn-down. 

Price  Is.  6d.  coloured}  or  6d.  plain. 

VIEWS  IN  ITALY.    50  different  sorts,  coloured,  4d.  each. 
COLOURED  SIXPENNY  SCRAPS,  Comic,  Rustic,  and  others. 

ANIMALS,  BIRDS,  REPTILES,  Xc,  FROM  NOAH'S  ARK- 

THIRTKEV  DIFFBRKNT  SHEETS, 

With  some  attention  to  their  comparative  sizes. — Printed  on  sheet 
Foolscap,  plate  paper ;  4d.  tinted,  fid.  coloured.  Under  each  ani- 
mal is  printed  some  useful  descriptive  information. 

Sheet  l — Ass,  Sheep,   Goat,    Cow   and  Calf,  Race-horse,  Cart-horse,  Mare, 

and  Foal,  Shetland  Pony. 
Sheet  2— Rabbit,   Guinea-pig,    Greyhound,  Squirrel,  Cat,   Kat   and    Mouse 

Pig,  Newfoundland-dog. 
Sheet  3— Indian  Ox,    Fallow  Deer,    Stag,  Hare,  Roebuck,  Mastiff,    Fancy 

Spaniel. 
Sheet  4— Lion,  Lioness,  Wolf,  Brown  Bear,  White  Bear,  Leopard,  Hyaena 

Tiger. 

Sheet  5 — Kangaroo,  Rein  Deer,  Emew,  Elk,  Ostrich,  Giraffe. 
Sheet  6— Rhinocerus,  Wild  Boar,  Fox,  Bison,  Camel,  Elephant. 
Sheet  7 — Lizards,  Frogs  and  Toads,  Monkey,  Baboon,  Rattle  Snake,  Viper, 

Boa  Constrictor,  Crocodile,  Ape,  Hippopotamus. 
Sheet  8 — Heron,  Pelican,  Raven,  Owl,  Falcon,  Parrot,  Eagle,  Stork. 
Sheet  9— Swan,  Turkey,  Cock  and  Hen,  Partridge,  Dnck,  Peacock,  Goose, 

Pheasant. 
Sheet  10 — Magpie,  Ring  Dove,  Robin  Red-breast,  Goldfinch  and  Nigh  tin  gale, 

Sparrow,  Turtle-dove,  Swallow,  Sky-laik,  Tit-lark,  Wood-lark, 

Blackbird. 

Sheet  11    Porcupine,  Flamingo,  Zebra,  Bat,  Jackall,  Condor,  Lama,  Mole, 

Weasel. 
Sheet  12— Whale,  Crab,  Shark,  Flying-fish,  Turtle,  Seal,  Beaver. 

Comparative  sizes  of  the  various  animals  arranged  on  one  sheet,  form- 
ing sheet  13,  6d.  plain;  or  Is.  coloured. 

TEMPERANCE  AND  INTEMPERANCE,  in  8  plates,  Is.  fid.  the 
set  on  stout  plate  paper,  in  wrapper;  2s.  6d.  coloured. 
Is.  on  printing  paper,  for  distribution. 


'  Messrs.  Dean  8f  Son  also  publish  a  great  variety  of  other 
Children's  Bo^ks  and  Print*,  from  one  haff -penny  upwards 
both  plain  and  coloured,  not  mentioned  in  this  Catalogue. 


